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THE SCENES OP THE PLAY. 

Act I The Terrace at Hunstanton Chase. 

Act II The Drawing-room at Hunstanton 

Chase. 

Act III The Hall at Hunstanton Chase. 

Act rV Sitting-room in Mrs. Arhuthnot^s 

House at Wrockley. 

Time 
The Present. 

Place 
The Shires. 

The action of the play takes place within 
twenty-four hours. 



PmST ACT 

Scene— Laiim in front of the terrace at Hunr 
Stanton. * 

. [Sir John and ^fody Caroline Pontefract, 
Miss yforsUVf on chairs under large yew tree.] 

LADT OABOLINB 

I belieye tills is the 'first English country honse 
yon haye stayed at^ Miss Woisleyt 



YeSy Lady Caroline. 

LADT CAROLINE 

Yon haVlB no country houses, I am told, in 
America? * 



We have not many. 

LADT CABOLINE' 

■ ' ____ 

Have you any country? "What we should call 
countxyf 
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HESTER 

[Smiling.] We have the largest country in 
the world, Lady Caroline. They nsed to tell us 
at school that some of our states are as big as 
France and England put together. 

LADT GABOIilNE 

Ah I you must find it very draughty, I should 
fancy. [To Sir John.] John, you should have 
your mufSer. What is the use of my always 
knitting mufSers for you if you won't wear 
themf 

Sm JOHN 

I am quite warm, I assure you. 

LADY GABOUNE 

I think not, John. Well, you couldn't come 
to a more charming place than this. Miss Wors- 
ley, though the house is excessively damp, quite 
unpardonably damp, and dear Lady Hunstan- 
ton is sometimes a little lax about the people she 
asks down here. [To Sir John.] Jane mixes 
too much. Lord lUingworth, of course, is a man 
of high distinction. It is a privilege to meet 
him. And that member of Parliament, Mr. 
Kettle- 
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SIB JOHN 

Kelvil, my love, Eelvil. 

LADY GABOLINE 

He must be quite respectable. One has never 
heard his name before in the whole course of 
one's life, which speaks volumes for a man, now- 
a-days. But Mrs. Allonby is hardly a very suit- 
able person. 



I dislike Mrs. Allonby. I dislike her more 
than I can say. 

LADT GABOLINE 

I am not sure, Miss Worsley, that foreigners 
like yourself should cultivate likes or dislikes 
about the people they are invited to meet. Mrs. 
Allonby is very well bom. She is a niece of 
Lord Brancaster's. ^t is said, of course, that 
she ran away twice before she was married. 
But you know how unfair people often are. I 
myself don't believe she ran away more than 
once. 



Mr. Arbuthnot is very charming. 
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LAJ>T CABOUNE 

Ah, yes! the.yomig man who* has a post in a 
bank. Lady Hunstanton is most kind in asking 
him here, and Lord lUingworth seems to have 
taken quite a fancy to h}m. I am not sure, how- 
ever, that Jane is right in taking him out of his 
position. Li my young days, Miss Worsley, one 
never met anyone in society who worked for 
their living. - It was not considered the thing. 



In America those are the people we respect 
most. 

LADT GABOLINE 

I have no doubt of it. 

HB8TEB 

Mr. Arbutjmot has a beautiful nature! He 
is so simple, so sincere. He has one of the most 
beautiful natures I haye ever come across. It 
is a privilege to meet him. 

LADT CAROLINE 

It is not customary in England, Miss Wors- 
ley, for a young lady to speak with such enthu- 
siasm of any person of the opposite sex. Eng- 
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lish women conceal their, feelings till after they 
are married. They show them then. 

HESTER 

Do you, in England, &llow no friendship to 

* 

exist between B young man and a young girlf 

[Enter Lady Hunstaiiian followed by Foot- 
man with ihawU amd a cushion.] 

LADY CABOLINE 

We think it very inadvisable. 9'ane, I was 
just saying what a pleasant party you have 
asked us to meet. Tou have a wonderful power 
of selection. IX is quite a gift. 

liADY HUNSTANTON 

Dear Caroline, how kind of you ! I think we 
all do fit in Very nicely together. And I hope 
our charming American visitor will carry back 
pleasant recollections of our English country 
life. [To Footman.] The cushion there, Fran- 
cis. And. my 'shawl.* The Shetland. Qtt the 
Shetland. [Exit Footman for Shawl..] 

[EMer Oerdld Arbuthnot.] 

GEBAU) 

Lady Hunstanton, I have such good news to 
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tell yon. Lord Illingworth has just offered to 
make me his secretary. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

His secretary f That is good news indeed, 
€terald. It means a very brilliant future in 
store for you. Your dear mother will be de- 
lighted. I really must try and induce her to 
come up here to-night. Do you think she would, 
Gerald? I know how difficult it is to get her 
to go anywhere. 

GBBALD 

Oh ! I am sure she would, Lady Hunstanton, 
if she knew Lord Illingworth had made me such 
an offer. 

[Enter Footnum with shawl.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I will write and tell her about it, and ask her 
to come up and meet him. [To Footman.] 
Just wait, Francis. [Writes letter.] 

LADY CAROLINE 

That is a very wonderful opening for so 
young a man as you are, Mr. Arbuthnot 
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4IEBALD 

It is indeed, Lady Caroline. I trust I shall 
be able to show myself worthy of it. 

IJkDT CABOUNE 

I trust so. 

GERALD 

[To Hester.] Tou have not congratulated 
me yet, Miss Worsley. 



Are you very pleased about itf 



GBBALD 



Of course I am. It means everything to me— 
things that were out of the reach of hope before 
may be within hope's reach now. 



Nothing should be out of the reach of hope. 
Life is a hope. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I fancy, Caroline, that Diplomacy is what 
Lord lUingworth is aiming at. I heard that he 
was offered Vienna. But that may not be true. 
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LADT CAJBOUNE 

I don't think that England should be repre- 
sented abroad by an unmarried man^ Jane. It 
might lead to complieations. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

You are too nervous, Caroline. Believe me, 
you are too nervous. Besides, Lord niingworth 
may marry any day. I was in hopes he would 
have married Lady Eelso. But I believe he 
said her family was too large. Or was It her 
feett I forget which. I regret it very much. 
She was made to be an ambassador's wife. 

LADY CABOUNB 

She certainly haa a wonderful faculty of re- 
membering people's names, and forgetting their 

faces. 

4 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Well, that is very natural, Caroline, is it not ? 
[To Footman.] Tell Henry to wait tor an an- 
swer. I have written a line to your dear mo- 
ther, Qerald, to tell her your good news, and to 
say she really must come to dinner. 

[Exit Footman.] 
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0EBALD 

That is awfully kind of yon, Lady Hnnstan- 
ton. [To Hester.] Will you come for a stroll, 
Mias Worsleyf 

HXSTBB 

With pleasure. [Exit with Oeraid.] 

LADY HUHSTANTOK 

I am very much gratified at Gerald Arbuth- 
not's good fortune. He is quite a protige of 
mine. And I am particularly pleased that Lord 
niingworth should have made the offer of his 
own accord without my suggesting anything. 
Nobody likes to be asked favours. I remember 
poor Charlotte Pagden making herself quite un- 
popular one season, because she had a French 
governess she wanted to recommend to every 
one. 

LADY CABOUNB 

I saw tfie governess, Jane. Lady Pagden sent 
her to me. It was before Eleanor came out. 
She was far too good-looking to be in any re- 
sectable household. I don 't wonder Lady Pag- 
den was so anxious to get rid of her. 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, that explains it. 

LADT CAROLINE 

John, the grass is too damp for yon. You 
had better go and put on your overshoes at 
once. 

SIR JOHN 

I am quite comfortable, Caroline, I assure 
you. 

LADY CAROLINE 

You must allow me to be the best judge of 
that, John. Pray, do as I tell you. 

[Sir John gets up and goes off.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

You spoil him, Caroline, you do, indeed. 

[Enter Mrs. Allonhy and Lady Stutfield.] 

[To Mrs. AUonhy.] Well, dear, I hope you 
like the park. It is said to be well timbered. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

The trees are wonderful. Lady Hunstanton* 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Quite, quite wonderful. 
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MBS. ALLONBY 

But somehow, I feel sure that if I lived in tha 
country for six months, I should become so un- 
sophisticated that no one would take the slight- 
est notice of me. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I assure you, dear, that the country has not 
that effect at all. Why, it was from Melthorpe, 
which is only two miles from here, that Lady 
Belton eloped with Lord Fethersdale. I remem- 
ber the occurrence perfectly. Poor Lord Belton 
died three days afterwards of joy or gout. I 
foi^et which. We had a large party staying 
here at the time, so we were all very much in- 
terested in the whole affair. 

HBS. ALLONBY 

I think to elope is cowardly. It's running 
away from danger. And danger has become so 
rare in modem life. 

LADY CABOLINB 

As far as I can make out, the young women 
of the present day seem to make it the sole ob- 
ject of their lives to be always playing with fire. 
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HBS. ALLOKBY 

The one advantage of playing with fire, Lady 
Caroline, is that one never gets even singed. It 
is the people who don't know how to play with 
it who get burned up. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Tes; I see that. It is very, very helpful. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I don't know how the world would get on with 
such a theory as that, dear Mrs. Allonby. 

LADY 8TUTPIELP 

Ah ! The world was made for men and not 
for women. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Oh, don 't say that, Lady Stutfield. We have 
a much better time than they have. There are 
far more things forbidden to us than are for- 
bidden to tliem. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Yes; that is quite, quite true. I had not 
thought of that. 

[Enter Sir John and Mr. KelvU.] 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Well, Mr. Kelvil, have you got through your 
workt 

EELYIL 

I have finished my writing for the day, Lady 
Hunstanton. It has been an arduous task. The 
demands on the time of a public man are very 
heavy now-a-dajrs, very heavy indeed. And I 
don't think they meet with adequate recogni- 
tion. 

LADY CAROLINE 

John, have you got your overshoes onf 

Sm JOHN 

Yes, my love* 

LADY CABOUNE 

I think you had better come over here, John. 
It is more sheltered. 

SIB JOHN 

I am quite comfortable, Caroline. 

LADY CAROLINE 

I think not, John. You had better sit beside 
me. [Sir John rises and goes (icross.] 
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LADY STUTPIBLD 

And what have you been writing about this 
morning, Mr. Kelvil? 

KELVIL 

On the usual subject, Lady Stutfield. On 
Purity. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

That must be such a very, very interesting 
thing to write about. 

KELVIL 

It is the one subject of really national import- 
ance, now-a-daj^, Lady Stutfield. I purpose 
addressing my constituents on the question be- 
fore Parliament meets. I find that the poorer 
classes of this country display a marked desire 
for a higher ethical standard. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

How quite, quite nice of them. 

LADY CAROLINE 

Are you in favour of women taking part in 
politics, Mr. Kettle ? 
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SIB JOHN 

Kelvil, my love, EdviL 

KIiLVIL 

The growing influence of women is the one 
reassuring thing in our political life, Lady Car- 
oline. Women are always on the side of mo- 
rality, public and private. 

LADY STUTFUCLD 

It is 80 very, very gratifying to hear you say 
that. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, yes! the moral qualities in women — ^that 
is the important thing. I am afraid, Caroline, 
that dear Lord lUingworth doesn't value the 
moral qualities in women as much as he should. 

[Enter Lord lUingworth.] 

LADY 8TUTFIELD 

The world says that Lord Illingworth is very, 
very wicked. 

LORD UiLINQWOBTH 

But what world says that. Lady Stutfield 
It must be the next world. This world and 
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are on excellent terms. [Sits down beside Mrs. 
Allonhy.] 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Every one I know says you are very, very 
wicked. 

LORD ILLINQWOBTH 

It is perfectly monstrous the way people go 
about, now-a-days, saying things against one 
behind one's back that are absolutely and en- 
tirely true. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Dear Lord Illingworth is quite hopeless, Lady 
Stutfield. I have given up trying to reform 
him. It would take a Public Company with a 
Board of Directors and a paid Secretary to do 
that. But you have the secretary already, Lord 
Illingworth, haven't yout GJerald Arbuthnot 
has told us of his good fortune; it is really most 
kind of you. 

LORD ILLINQWOBTH 

Oh, don't say that, Lady Hunstanton. Kind 
is a dreadful word. I took a great fancy to 
young Arbuthnot the moment I met him, and 
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he'll be of considerable nae to me in something 
I am foolish enough to think o£ doing. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

He is an admirable yoxmg man. And his 
mother is>one of my dearest friends. He has 
jnst gone for a walk with onr pretty American. 
She is very pretty, is she nott' 

LADY CABOUNB 

Par too pretty, lliese American girls carry 
off all the good matches. Why can 't they stay 
in their own country? They are al ways te lling 
us it is the Paradise o f wo men. 

IX>BD ILUNQWOBTH 

It is, Lady Caroline. That is why, like Eve, 
they are so extremely amaous to get out ol it 



LADY CAROLINE 

Who are Miss Worsley's parents? 

LORD ILUNQWOBTH 

American women are wonderfully clever in 
concealing their parents. 

IxADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear Lord Illingworth, what do you 
meant Miss Worsley, Caroline, is an orphan. 



» 





^' 
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Her father was a very wealthy millionaire, or 
philanthropist, or both, I believe, who enter- 
tained my son quite hospitably, when he visited 
Boston. I don't know how he made his money, 
originally. 

EELVIL 

I fancy in American dry goods. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

What are American dry goods f 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

Americ an novels. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

How very singular! . • . Well, from whatever 
source her large fortune came, I have a great 
esteem for Miss Worsley. She dresses exceed- 

ingly well. All Americans do dress well. They 
get their clothes in Paris. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

They say, Lady Hunstanton, that when good 
Americans die they go to Paris. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Indeed f And when bad Americans die where 
do they go to t 
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LORD ILUNQWQRTH 

Oh, they go to America. 

KELVIL 

I am afraid you don't appreciate America, 
Lord Illingworth. It is a very remarkable coun- 
try, especially considering its youth. 

LOBD njJNGWOBTH 

The youth of America is their oldest tradition. 
It has been going on now for three hundred 
years. To hear them talk one would imagine 
they were in their first childhood. As far as 
civilisation goes they are in their second. 

KELVHj 

There is undoubtedly a great deal of corrup- 
tion in American politics. I suppose you al- 
lude to that? 

LORD H/LINGWOBTH 

I wonder. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Politics are in a very sad way everywhere, I 
am told. They certainly are in England. Dear 
Mr. Cardew is ruining the country. I wonder 
Mrs. Cardew allows him. I am sure, Lord Illing- 
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worth, you don't think that uneducated people 
should be allowed to have votes? 

LORD ILUNQWOBTH 

I think they are the only people who should. 

KELVIL 

Do you take no side then in modem politics. 
Lord lUingn^orth t 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

One should never take sides in anything, Mr. 
Kelvil. Taking sides is the beginning of sin- 
cerity, and earnestness follows shortly after- 
wards, and the human bein^ becomes a bore. 
However, the House of Commons really does 
very little harm. You can't make people good 
by Act of Parliament,— that is something. 

KELVUj 

You cannot deny that the House of Commons 
has always shown great sympathy with the suf- 
ferings of the poor. 

LORD n4iINGW0BTH 

That is its special vice. That is the special 
vice of the age. One should sjrmpathise Witl\ 



>^ 
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the joy, the beauty, the colour of life. The less 
paid about life's sores the better, Mr. Kelvil. 



7 



KBJjVIL 

Still our East End is a very important prob* 
lem. 

LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

Quite so. It is the problem of slavery. And 
we are trying to solve it by amusing the slaves. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Certainly, a great deal may be done by means 
of cheap entertainments, as you say. Lord Tiling- 
worth. Dear Dr. Daubeny, our rector here, pro- 
vides with the assistance of his curates, really 
admirable recreations for the poor during the 
winter. And much good may be done by means 
of a magic lantern, or a missionary, or some 
popular amusement of that kind. 

LADY CAROLINE 

p 

I am not at all in favour of amusements for 
the poor, Jane. Blankets and coals are suffi- 
cient. There is too much love of pleasure. 

amongst f ^n ^ppnt »^-fyfagq^ci qg ^ \^ TT<>fl1t\i -in 

what we want in mpdeiB ]i{e. The tone is not 
healthy, not healthy at all. 
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KELVIL 

You are quite right, Lady Caroline. 

LADY CAROLINE 

I believe I am usually right. 

MRS. ALLOKBT 

Horrid word ** health." 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

Silliest word in our language, and one knows 
so well the popular idea of health. The English 
? country gentleman galloping after a fox— the 
unspeakable in full pursuit of the uneatable. 

KELVtt. 

May I ask, Lord lUingworth, if you regard the 
House of Lords as a better institution than the 
House of Commons? 



I 



LORD HjLINOWORTH 

I A much better institution, of course. We in 
the House of Lords are never in touch with 
public opinion. That makes us a civilised body. 

KELVa. 

Are you serious in putting forward such a 
viewt 
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LORD ILUNOWOBTH 

Quite serious, Mr. Kelvil. [To Mrs. AUonhy.] 
Vulgar habit that is people have now-a-days of 
asking one, after one has given them an idea, 
whether one is serious or not. Nothing is seri- 
ous except passion. The intellect is not a serious 
thing, and never has been. It is an instrument 
on which one plays, that is all. The only serious 
form of intellect I know is the British intellect. 
And on the British intellect the illiterates play 
the drum. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

What are you saying, Lord Illingworth, about 
the drum? 

UOBD ILUNOWOBTH 

I was merely talking to Mrs. Allonby about 
the leading articles in the London newspapers. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

But do you believe all that is written in the 
newspapers t 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

I do. Now-a-days it is only the unreadable 
that occurs. [Rises with Mrs. Allonby.] 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Are you going, Mrs. AUonbyt 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Just as far as the conservatory. Lord Illing- 
worth told me this morning that there was an 
orchid there as beautiful as the seven deadly 
sins. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear, I hope there is nothing of the kind. 
I will certainly speak to the gardener. 

[Exii Mrs. AUanby and Lord Illingworth.] 

LADY GASOLINE 

Remarkable type, Mrs. Allonby. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

She lets her clever tongue run away with her 
sometimes. 

LADY CAROLINE 

Is that the only thing, Jane, Mrs. Allonby 
allows to run away with hert 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I hope so, Caroline, I am sure. 
[Enter Lord Alfred.] 



A WOMAN OP NO IMPORTANCE. 33 

Dear Lord Alfred, do join us. [Lord Alfred 
sits down beside Lady 8iui field.] 

LADY CABOUNE 

Yon believe good of every one, Jane. It is a 
great f anlt 

LADT tfl'UTFlBLD 

Do yon really, really think, Lady Caroline, 
that one shonld believe evil of every one t 

LADY GABOLINB 

I think it is mnch safer to do so. Lady Stut- 
field. Until, of oonrse, people are f onnd ont to 
be good. But that requires a great deal of in- 
vestigation, now-ardays. 

LADY tfl'UTFlBLD 

But there is so much unkind scandal in mod- 
em life. 

LADY CABOLINIB 

Lord niingworih remarked to me last night 
at dinner that the basia of every scandal is an 
absolutely inmioral certainly. 



Lord niingworth is, of course, a very brilliant 
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man^ but he seems to me to be lacking in that 
fine faith in the nobility and purity of life 
which is so important in this country. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Yes, quite, quite important, is it nott 

KSLVIL 

He gives me the impression of a man who does 
not appreciate the beauty of our English home- 
life. I would say that he was tainted with 
foreign ideas on the subject. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

There is nothing, nothing like the beauty of 
home-life, is there? 

KSLVIL 

It is the mainstay of our moral system in 
iiUgland, Lady Stutfield. Without it we would 
become like our neighbours. 

LADY BTUTFIELD 

That would be so, so sad, would it not t 

KSLVIL 

I am afraid, too, that Lord Illingworth re- 
gards woman simply as a toy. Now, I have 
never regarded woman as a toy. Woman is the 
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intelleotual helpmeet of man in public as in 
private life. Without her we should forget the 
true ideals. [Site down beside Lady Stuipid.^ 

LADT STUTFIELD 

I am 80 very, very glad to hear you say that 

LADY CABOLINE 

You a married man, Mr. Kettle t 

Sm JOHN 

Kelvil, dear, Selvil. 

KELVUi 

I am married. Lady Caroline. 

I4ADT CABOUNB 

Familyt 

KELVIL 



IJU>T CABOLINB 

HowmaAyt 

KELVIL 

Bigtt. 

[Lady Stutfield turns her attention to Lard 
Alfred.] 



w 
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LADT CAROLINE 

Mrs. Kettle and the children are, I suppose, 
at the seaside! [Sir John shrugs his shoul- 
ders.] 

KELVIL 

My wife is at the seaside with the children, 
Lady Caroline. 

LADY CAROLINE 

You win join them later on, no doubt t 

KELVIL 

If my public engagements permit me. 

LADY CAROLINE 

Your public life must be a great source of 
gratification to Mrs. Kettle. 

8m JOHN 

Kelvil, my love, Kelvil. 

LADY 8TUTFIELD 

[To Lord Alfred.] How very, very charm- 
ing those gold-tipped cigarettes of yours are, 
Lord Alfred. 
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liOBD ALFRED 

They are awfully expensive. I can only afEord . 
them when I'm in debt. ; 

w 

LADY STUTPDELD 

It must be terribly, terribly difltreflsing to be 
in debt. 

LORD ALFRED 

One mnst have some occupation now-a-days. 
If I hadn't my debts I shouldn't have anything 
to think about. AU the chaps I know are in 
debt. 

LADT STUTFIELD 

But don't the people to whom you owe the 
money give you a great, great deal of annoy- 

* 

ancet 

[Enter Footman.] 

I/)RD ALFRED 

Oh, no, they write; I don't 

LADY STUTPnCLD 

How very, very strange. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, here is a letter, Caroline, from dear Mrs. 
Arbuthnot. She won't dine. I am so sorry. 
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But she will come in the evening. I am very 
pleased indeed. She is one of the sweetest of 
women. Writes a beautiful hand too, so large^ 
so finn. [Hands letter to Lady Caroline.] . 

LADY STUTPIBLD 

[Looking at it.] A little lacking in feminin- 
ity, Jane. Femininity is the quality I admire 
most in women. 

LADT HUKSTANTON 

[Taking hack letter and leaving it on table.] 
Oh ! she is very feminine, Caroline, and so good 
too. You should hear what the Archdeacon says 
of her. He regards her as his right hand in the 
parish. [Footman speaks to her.] Jn the Yel- 
low Drawing-room. Shall we all go in t - Lady 
Stutfield, shall we go in to teat 

LADT STUTFIELD 

With pleasure, Lady Hunstanton. [They rise 
and proceed to go off. Sir John offers to carry 
Lady StutfieWs cloak.] 

LADY CAROLINE 

John! If you would allow your nephew to 
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look after Lady Stntfield's oloak, ^ou might help 
me with my workbasket. 

[Enter Lord lUingworfh and Mrs. AUonby.] 

Sm JOHN 

Certainly my love. [Exeunt.] 

IfBS. ALLONBY 

Curious thing, plain women are always jeaV* 
ons of their husbands, beautiful women never 
are! 

LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

Beautiful women never have time. They are 
always so occupied in being jealous of other 
people's husbands. 

MBS. ALLOKBY 

I should have thought Lady Caroline would 
have grown tired of conjugal anxiety by this 
time ! Sir John is her fourth ! 

LORD njLINGWOBTH 

So much marriage is certainly not becoming. 
Twenty years of romance make a woman look 
like a ruin; but twenty years of marriage make I 
her something Uke a public building. ' 



I 
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MBS. ALLONBY 

Twenty years of romance I Is there saeh a 
thing! 

LORD ILLINGW<»tTH 

Not in our day. Women have become too 
brilliant. Nothing spoils a romance so much as 
a sense of homonr in the woman. 

MBS. AliLONBT 

Or the want of it in the man. 

LOED ILLINGWOBTH 

You are quite right. In a Temple every one 
should be serious, except the thing that is wor- 
shipped. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

And that should be mant 

LOBD niUNGWORTH 

Women kneel so gracefully; men don't. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Tou are thinking of Lady Stutfield! 

LOBD UiLINGWOBTH 

I assure you I have not thought of Lady 
Stutfield for the last quarter of an hour. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Is she such a mystery! 
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LORD ILLINOWOBTH. 

She is more than a mysteiy— she is a mood. 

LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

Moods don't last. 

LORD ILUKOWORTH 

It is their chief charm. 
[Enter Hester and Oerald.] 

GERALD 

Lord lUingworth, every one has been con- 
grattdating me. Lady Hunstanton and Lady 
Caroline, and . . . every one. I hope I shall 
make a good secretary. 

LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

You will be the pattern secretary, Gterald. 
[Talks to him.] 

MRS. ALLONBY 

You enjoy country life. Miss Worsley t 

HESTER 

Very much indeed. , 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Don't find yourself longing for a London 
dinner-party? 
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I dislike London dinner-parties. 

HBS. AliLONBT 

I adore them. The clever people never listen, 
and the stnpid people never talk. 



I think the stupid people talk a great defJ. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Ah, I never listen I 

LORD njUNQWOBTH 

My dear boy, if I didn't like yon I wouldn't 
have made you the offer. It is because I like 
you so much that I want to have you with me. 

[Exit Hester with OercM.] 
^harming fellow, Qerald Arbuthnot I 

HBS. ALLONBY 

He is very nice; very nice indeed. But I 
can't stand the American young lady. 

LORD UiLINOWORTH 

Whyt 

HBS. ALLONBY 

She told me yesterday, and in quite a loud 
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a 

voioe too, that she was only eighteen. It was 
most annoying. 

LOBD ILLINOWOBTH 

One should never tmst a woman who tells one 
her real age. A woman who would tell one that 
would tell one anything. 

HBS. ALLONBT 

She is a Puritan besides 



LORD ILUNQWOBTH 

Ah, that is inexcusable. I don't mind plain 
women being Puritans. It is the only excuse 
they have for being plain. But she is decidedly 
pretty. I admire her immensely. [Looks sted- 
fasUy at Mrs, AUonby.] 

MB8. ALLONBT 

What a thoroughly bad man you must be ! 

LOBD HiUNGWOBTH 

What do you call a bad man t 

MBS. ALLONBT 

The sort of man who admires innocmce. 

LOBD HiUNOWOBTH 

And a bad woman t 



\ 
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MRS. ALLONBT 

Oh ! the sort of woman a man nevd^ gets tired 
of. 

LORD HiLINGWOBTH 

Yon are severe— on yourself. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Define us as a sex. 

LOBD UiLINOWOBTH 

Sphinxes without secrets. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Does that include the Puritan wpment 

LOBD UjUNGWOBTH 

Do you know, I don't believe in the existence 
of Puritan women? I don't think there is a 
woman in the world would not be a little 
flattered if one made love to her. It is that 
which makes women so irresistibly adorable. 

MBS. ^fUfSMSI^ 

You thmk ther^ is no woman in the world who 
would object to being kissed t 

LOBD HiLINOWOBTH 

Very few. 
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MRS. ALLONBT 

Miss Worsley would not let you kiss her. 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

Are you suret 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Quite. 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

What do you think she'd do if I kissed herT 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Either marry you, or strike you across the 
face with her glove. What would you do if she 
struck you across the face with her glove t 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

Pall in love with her, probably. 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Then it is lucky you are not going to kiss her I 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

Is that a challenge T 

MRS. ALLONBT 

It is an arrow shot into the air. j 
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LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

Don't you know that I always succeed in 
whatever I try t 

MBS. ALLONBY 

I am sorry to hear it. We women adore 
failures. They lean on us. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

You worship successes. Yoi| cling to them. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

We are the laurels to hide their baldness. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

And they need you always, except at the 
moment of triumph. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

They are uninteresting then. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

How tantalising you are ! [A pause J] 

\m^. ALLONBY 

Lord niingworth, there is one thing I shall 
always like you for. 
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LORD ILLINawOBTH 

Only one thing? And I have so many bad 
qualities. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Ah, donH be too concerted about tbem. Ton 
may lose them as you grow old. 

LORD HiUNGWOBTH 

I never intend to grow old. The soul is bom 
old but grows young. That is the oomedy of 
life. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

And the body is born young and grows old. 
That is life's tragedy. 

LOBD HiUNGWOBTH 

Its comedy also, sometimes. JBnt what is the 
mysterious reason why you will^ways like met 

MRS. ALLONBY 

It isNthat-you have never made love to me. 

LOBD HiUNQWOBTH 

I have never done anything else. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Really? I have not noticed it* 
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LOBD ILLINGWORTH 

How fortunate ! It might have been a tragedy 
for both of us. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

We should each have survived. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

One can survive everything now-a-days, except 
death, and live down anything except a good 
reputation. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Have you tried a good reputation? 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

It is one of the many annoyances to which I 
have never been subjected. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

It may come. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

Why do you threaten mef 

MRS. ALLONBY » 

I will tell you when you have kissed the 

Puritan. 

[Enter Footman.] 
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FRANCIS 

Tea is served in the Yellow Drawing-room, my 
lord. 

LORD ILUNOWOBTH 

Tell her ladyship we are eoming in. [Exit.] 

FRANCIS 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD ILUNGWORTH 

Shall we go in to teaf 

L 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Do you like i^ch simple pleasures f 

LORD ILUNOWORTH 

I adore simple pleasures. They are the last 
refuge of the complex. But, if you wish, let us 
stay here. Yes, let us stay here. The Book of 
Life begins with a man and a woman in a gar- 
den. 

HR8. ALLONBT 

It ends with Revelations. 
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IX)ED ILUNGWORTH 

You fence divinely. Hut the button has come 

* 

oflf.your foil. 

MRS. ALLONBT 

I have still the mask. 

LORD niUNGWORTH . 

It makes your eyes lovelier. 

MRS. allonb;; 
Thank you. Come. 

LORD HiLINGV^ORTH 

[Sees Mrs, Arbuthnot^s letter on table, and 
takes it up and looks at erwelope,] What a curi- 
ous handwriting! It reminds mt of the hand- 
writing of a woman I used to know years ago. 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Whot 

LORD ILUNGWORTH 

Oh ! no one. No one in particular. Aj goman^- 
M? ,f no importanfifi^- [Throws letter down, and 
passes up the steps of the terrace with Mrs. 
AUonby. They smile at each other.] 

Act-Drop. 



SECOND ACT. 

Scene — Drawing-room at Hunsianion, after 
dinner, lamps lit. Door I.C. Door R.C, 

[Ladies seated on sofas.] 

MRS. ALLONBT 

What a comfort it is to have got rid of the 
men for a little! 

LADY STUTiTELD 

Yes ; men persecute ns dreadfully, don 't they t 

KBS. ALLONBT 

Persecute ust I wish they did. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear! 

MBS. ALLONBY 

The annoying thing is that the wretches can 

be perfectly happy without us. That is why I 

SI 
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think it is every woman's duty never to leave 
them alone for a single moment, except during 
this short breathing space after dinner; without 
which I believe we poor women would be abso- 
lutely worn to shadows. 

[Enter Servants mth coffee.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Worn to shadows, deart 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Yes, Lady Hunstanton. It is such a strain 
keeping men up to the mark. They are always 
trying to escape from us. 

LADY STUTPIELD 

It seems to me that it is, we who are always 
trying to escape from them. Men are so very, 
very heartless. They know their power and use 
it. 

LADY CAROLINE 

[Takes coffee from Servant.] What stuff and 
nonsense all this about men is ! The thing to do 
is to keep men in their proper place. 
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MRS. ALLONBT 

But what is their proper place. Lady Caro- 
line T 

LADY CABOUNE 

Looking after their wives, Mrs. Allonby. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

[Takes coffee from Servant.] Really f And 
if they're not married f 

LADT GABOLINE 

If they are not married, they should be look- 
ing after a wife. It's perfectly scandalous the 
amount of bachelors who are going about so- 
ciety. There should be a law passed to compel 
them all to marry within twelve months. 

LADY STUTFUfiLD 

[Refuses coffee.] But if they're in love with 
some one who, perhaps, is tied to another? 

LADY CABOLINB 

In that case. Lady Stutfield, they should be 
married off in a week to some plain respectable 
girl, in order to teach Ihem not to meddle with 
other people's property.] 
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ICBS. ALLONBT 

I don't think that we should ever be spoken 
of as other people's property. All men are mar- 
ried women's property. That is the only true 
definition of what married women's property 
really is. But we don't belong to any one. 

LADY STUTFIBLD 

Oh, I am so very, very glad to hear you say 

80. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

But do you really think, dear Caroline, that 
legislation would improve njatters in any way? 
I am told* that, now-a-days, all the married men 
live like bachelors, and all the bachelors like 
married men. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

I certainly never know one from the other. 

LADY STUTPIELD 

Oh, I think one can always know at once 
whether a man has home claims upon his life or 
not. I have noticed a very, very sad expression 
in the eyes of so many married men. 



n 
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f 

MBS. AI4X)NBT 

Ahy all that I have noticed is that they are 
horribly tedious when they are good husbands, 
»id abominably cpnceited when they are not. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Well, I suppose the type of husband has com' 
pletely changed since my young days, but I'm 
boxind to state that poor dear Hunstanton waft 
the most delightful of creatures, and as good a^ 
gold. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Ah, my husband is a sort of promissory notei 
I am tired of meeting him. 

LADT CABOUNB 

But you renew him from time to time, don't 
yout 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Oh, no, lady Caroline. ,1 have only had one 
husband as yet. I suppose you look upon me as 
quite an amateur. 

LADY CABOUNE 

With your views on life I wonder you married 
at all. 
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MBS. ALLONBT 

So do I. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear child, I believe yon are really very 
happy in your married life, but that you like to 
hide your happiness from others. 

MRS. ALIiONBY 

I assure yon I was horribly deceived in 
Ernest. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Oh, I hope not, dear. I knew his mother quite 
well. She was a Stratton, Caroline, one of Lord 
Crowland's daughters. 

LADY CAROLINE 

Victoria Stratton t I remember her perfectly. 
A silly fair-haired woman with no chin. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Ah, Ernest has a chin. He has a very strong 
chin, a square chin. Ernest's chin is far too 
square. 
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LADT STUTFIELD 

But do yon really think a man's chin can be 
too square? I think a man should look very, 
very strong, and that his chin should be quite, 
quite square. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Then you should certainly know Ernest, Lady 
Stutfield. It is only fair to tell you beforehand 
he has got no conversation at all. 

LADY STUTPIELD 

I adore silent men. , 

UBS. ALLONBY 

Oh, Ernest isn't silent. He talks the whole 
time. But he has got no conversation. What he 
talks about I don't know. I haven't listened to 
him for years. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Have you never forgiven him thent How 
sad that seems! But all life is very, very sad, 
is it not? 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Life, Lady Stutfield, is simply a mauvais 
quart d'heure made up of exquisite moments. 
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LADY 8TUTF1ELD 

Yes, there are moments, certainly. Bnt was 
it something very, very wrong that Mr. AUonby 
didt Did he become angry with you, and say 
ailything that was unkind or trueT 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Oh dear, no. Ernest is invariably calm. 
That is one of the reasons he always gets on 
my nerves. Nothii)g is so aggravating as calm- 
ness. There is something positively brutal 
aboi^t the good temper of most modern men. I 
wonder we women stand it as well as we do. 

LADY STUTFIELD ' 

Yes; men's good temper shows they are not so 
sensitive as we are, not so finely strung. It 
makes a great Carrier often between husband 
and wife, does it notT But I would so much 
like to know what was the wrong thing Mr. 
Allonby did. 

MRS. ALLONBlr 

Well, I will tell you, if you solemnly promise 
to tell everybody else. 
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LADY STUTPIBLD 

Thank yon, thank you. I will make a point 
of repeating it. 

HBS. ALILONBY 

• 

When Ernest and I were engaged he swore 
to me positively on his knees that he never had 
loved any* one before in the whole course of his 
life. I was very young at the time, so I didn't 
believe him, I needn 't tell you. « Unfortunately, 
however, I made no enquiries of any kind till 
after I had been actually married four or five 
months. I found out then that what he had 
told me was perfectly true. And that sort of 
thing makes a man so absolutely uninteresting. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear! 

MRS. ALfX)NBY 

Men always want to be a woman's first love. 
That is their clumsy vanity. We women have ai 
more subtle instinct about things. What wej 
like is to be a man's last romance. 

LADY STUTPIBLD 

I see what you mean. It's very, very beau- 
tiful. 
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LADY HUNgTANTON 

My dear child, you don't mean to tell me 
that you won't forgive your husband because he 
never loved any one elset Did you ever hear 
such a thing, Caroline t I am quite surprised. 

LADT CAROLINE 

Oh, women have become so highly educated, 
Jane, that nothing should surprise us now-a- 
days, except happy marriages. They appar- 
ently are getting remarkably rare. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Oh, they're quite out of date. 

liADY STUTPIELD 

Except amongst the middle classes, I have 
been told. -♦ 

MBS. ALLONBY 

How like the middle classes! 

LADY STUTPIELD 

Tes— is it not?— very, very like them. 

LADY CAROLINE 

If what you tell us about the middle classes is 
true, Lady Stutfield, it redounds greatly to 
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their credit. It is much to be regretted that in 
our rank of life the wife should be so persist- 
ently frivolous, under the impression appar- 
ently that it is tlie proper thing to be. It is to 
that I attribute the unhappiness of so many 
marriages we all know of in society. 

HBS. ALLONBY 

Do you know, Lady Caroline, I don't think 
the frivolity of the wife has ever anything to do 
with it. More marriages are ruined now-a-days 
by the common sense of the husband than by 
anything else. How can a woman be expected 
to be happy with a man who insists on treating 
her as if she were a perfectly rational being T 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear ! 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Man, poor, awkward, reliable, necessary man 
belongs to a sex that has been rational for mil- 
lions and millions of years. He can't help him- 
self. It is in his race. The History of Woman 
is very different. We have always been pictur- 
esque protests against the mere existence of 
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common sense. We saw its dangers from the 
first. 

LADY STUTPIELD 

Yes, the common sense of husbands is cer- 
tainly most, most trying. Do tell me your con- 
ception of the Ideal Husband. I think it would 
be so very, very helpful. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

The Ideal Husband f There couldn't be such 
a thing. The institution is wrong. 

LADY STUTPIELD 

The Ideal Man, then, in his relations to u$. 

LADY GASOLINE 

He would probably be extremely realistic. 

HBS. ALLONBY 

The Ideal Manl Oh, the Ideal Man should 
talk to us as if we were goddesses, and treat us 
as. if we were children. He should refuse all 
our serious requests, and gratify every one of 
our, whims. He should encourage us to have 
caprices, and forbid us to have missions. He 
should always say much more than he means, 
and always mean much more than he says. 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

But how could he do both, dear! 

HBS. i^LLONBY 

He should never run down other prettj 
women. That would show he had no taste, or 
make one suspect that he had too much. No; 
he should be nice about them all, but say that 
somehow .they don't attract him. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Yes, that is always very, very pleasant to 
hear about other women. 

HBS. ALLONBY 

If we ask him a question about anything, he 
should give us an answer all about ourselves. 
He should invariably praise us for whatever 
qualities he knows we haven 'j; got. But he 
should be pitiless, qtiite pitiless^ in reproaching 
us for the virtues that we have never dreamed 
of possessing. He should never believe that we 
know the use of useful things. That would be 
unforgiveable. But he should shower on us 
everything we don't want. 



r^ 
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LADY CAROLINE 

As far as I can see, he is to do nothing but 
pay bills and compliments. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

He should persistently compromise ns in pub- 
\ie, and treat us with absolute respect when we 
are alone. And yet he should be always ready 
to have a perfectly terrible scene, whenever we 
want one, and to become miserable, absolutely 
miserable, at a moment's notice, and to over- 
whelm us with just reproaches in less than 
twenty minutes, and to be positively violent at 
the end of half an hour, and to leave us for ever 
at a quarter to eight, when we have to go and 
dress for dinner. And when, after that, one 
has seen him for really the last time, and he has 
refused to take back the little things he has given 
one, and promised never to communicate with 
one again, or to write one any foolish letters, 
he should be perfectly broken-hearted, and tele- 
graph to one all day long, and send one little 
notes every half-hour by a private hansom, and 
dine quite alone at the club, so that every one 
should know how unhappy he was. And after 
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a whole dreadful week, during which one has 
gone about everywhere with one's husband, just 
to show how absolutely lonely one was, he may 
be given a third last parting, in the evening, add 
then, if his conduct has been quite irreproach- 
able, and one has behaved really badly to him, 
he should be allowed to admit that he has been 
entirely in the wrong, and when he has admitted 
that, it becomes a woman's duty to forgive, and 
one can do it all over again from the beginning, 
with variations. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

How clever you are, my dear! Toi never 
mean a single word you say. 

LADT 8TUTFIELD 

Thank you, thank you. It has been quite, 
quite entrancing. I must try and remember it 
all. There are such a number of details that 
are so very, very important. 

LADY CABOLINB 

But you have not told us yet what the reward 
of the Ideal Man is to be. 
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HBS. ALLONBT 

His reward 1 Oh, infinite expectation. That 
is quite enough for him. 

LAOT STUTFIELD 

But men are so terribly, terribly exacting, 
are they nott 

HBS. ALLONBY 

That makes no matter. One should never 
surrender. 

LADT STUTFIELD 

Not even to the Ideal Mant 

HBS. A jLONBY 

Certainly not to him. Unless, of course, one 
wants to grow tired of him. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Oh ! . . . yes. I see that. It is very, very 
helpful. Do you think, Mrs. Allonby, I shall 
ever meet the Ideal ManT Or are there more 
than onet 

HBS. ALLONBY 

There are just four in London, Lady Stut- 
field. 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ohy my dear ! 

MRS. ALLONBT [Ooing ovef to her.] 
What has happened 1 Do tell me. 

LADY HUNSTANTON [ffl a low Voice.] 

I had completely forgotten that the American 
yonng lady has been in the room all the time. 
I am afraid some of this clever talk may have 
shocked her a little. 

KBS. ALLONBY 

Ah, that will do her so mnch good! 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Let ns hope she didn't understand much. I 
think I had better go over and talk to her. 
[Rises and goes across to Hester Worsley.] 
[Well, dear Miss Worsley. [Sitting down he- 
side her.] How quiet you have been in your 
nice little comer all this time! I suppose you 
have been reading a bookt There are so many 
books here in the library. 



No, I have been listening to the ^conyersation. 
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LADT HUNSTANTON 

You mustn 't believe everything that was said, 
you know, dear. 



I didn't believe any of it. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

That is quite right, dear. 

HESTER 

[Continuing.] I couldn't believe that any 
women could really hold such views of life as 
I have heard to-night from some of your guests. 
[An awkward pause.] 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

I hear you have such pleasant society in 
America. Quite like our own in places, my 
son wrote to me. 



There are cliques in America as elsewhere, 
Lady Hunstanton. But true American society 
consists simply of all the good women and good 
men we have in our country. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

What a sensible system, and I dare say quite 

9 
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pleasant, too. I am afraid in England we have 
too many artificial social barriers. We don't 
see as much as we should of the middle and 
lower classes. 

HESTER 

In America we have no lower classes. 

liADY HUNSTANTON 

Really f What a very strange arrangement 1 

MBS. ALLONBY 

What is that dreadful girl talking about! 

LADT STUTFIELD 

She is painfully natural, is she not t 

LADT CAROLINE 

There are a great many things you haven't 
got in America, I am told, Miss Worsley. They 
say you have no ruins, and no curiosities. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

[To Lady 8 tut field.] What nonsense! They 
have their mothers and their manners. 



The English aristocracy supply uh with our 
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curiosities, Lady Caroline. They are sent over 
to us every summer, regularly, in the steamers, 
and propose to us the day after they land. As 
for ruins, we are trying to build up sometjiing 
that will last longer than brick and stone. [Oets 
up to take her fan from table,] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

What is that, deart Ah, yes, an iron Exhi- 
bition, is it not, at that place that has the 
curious namet 

HESTEB 

[Standing hy table.] We are trying to build 
up life. Lady Hunstanton, on a better, truer, 
purer basis than life rests on here. This 
sounds strange to you all, no doubt. How could 
it sound other than strange t You rich people 
in England, you don't know how you are liv- 
ing. How could you kncwt You shut out 
from your society the gentle and the good. You 
lau^h at the simple and the pure. Living, as 
you all do, on others and by them, you sneer at 
self-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the 
poor, it is merely to keep them quiet for a sea- 
son. With all your pomp and wealth and art 
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you don't know how to live— yoa don't even 
know that. You love the beauty that you can 
see and touch and handle^ the beauty that you 
can destroy, and do destroy, but of the unseen 
beauty of life, of the unseen beauty of a higher 
life, you know nothing. You have lost life's 
secret. Oh, your English society seems to me 
shallow, selfish, foolish. It has blinded its eyes, 
and' stopped its ears. ' It lies like a leper in 
purple. It sits like a dead thing smeared with 
gold. It is all wrong, all wrong. 

liADY STUTFIELD 

I don 't think one should know of these things. 
It is not very, very nice, is itt 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear Miss Worsley, I thought you liked 
English society so much. You were such a 
success in it. And you were so much admired 
by the best people. I quite forget what Lord 
Henry Weston said of you — ^but it was most 
complimentary, and you know what an author- 
ity he is on beauty. 



Lord Henry Weston ! I remember him, Lady 



N. 
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Hunstanton. A man with a hideous smile and 
a hideous past. He is asked everywhere. No 
dinner-party is complete without him. What of 
those whose ruin is due to himt They are out- 
casts. They are nameless. If you met them in 
the street you would turn your head away. I 
don't complain of their punishment. Let all 
women who have sinned be punished. 

[Mrs. Arbuthnot enters from terrace hehind 
in a doak with a lace veil over her head. She 
hears the last words and starts.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear young lady! 

HESTER 

It is right that they should be punished, but 
don't let them be the only ones to suffer. If 
a man and woman have sinned, let them both 
go forth into the desert to love or loathe each 
other there. Let them both be branded. Set 
a mark, if you wish, on each, but don't punish 
the one and let the other go free. Don't have 
one law for men and another for women. You 
' are unjust to women in England. And till you 
count what is a shame in a woman to be an 
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infamy in a man, you will always be unjust, and 
Bight, that pillar of fire, and Wrong, that pillar 
of cloudy will be made dim to your eyes, or be 
not seen at all, or if seen, not regarded. 

LADT CABOLINB 

Might I, dear Miss Worsley, as you are stand- 
ing up, ask you for my cotton that is just be- 
hind yout Thank you. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear Mrs. Arbuthnot! I am so pleased 
you have come up. But I didn't hear you 
announced. 

MBS. ARBUTHNOT 

Oh, I came straight in from the terrace. Lady 
Hunstanton, just as I was. You didn't tell me 
you had a party. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Not a party. Only a few guests who are 
staying in the house, and whom you must know. 
Allow me. [Tries to help her. Rings hell.] 
Caroline, this is Mrs. Arbuthnot, one of my 
, sweetest friends. Lady Caroline Pontefract, 
Lady Stutfield, Mrs. AUonby, and my young 
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American friend, Miss Worsley; wbo has just 
been telling us ajl how wicked. we are. 

HESTER 

I am afraid you think I spoke too strongly, 
Lady Hunstanton. But there are some things 
in England— 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear young lady, there was a great deal 
of truth, I ddre say, in what you said, ajid you 
looked very pretty while you said it, which is 
much more important. Lord Illingworth would 
tell us. The only point where I thought you 
were a little hard was about Lady Caroline's 
brother, about poor Lord Henry. He is really 
such good company. 

[E Titer Footman.] 

Take Mrs. Arbuthnot's things. 

[Exit Footman with wraps.] 

HESTER 

Lady Caroline, I had no idea it was your 
brother. I am sorry for the pain I must have 
caused you— I 

LADT CAROLINE 

My dear Miss Worsley, the only pari of your 



"N 
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little speech, if I may so term it, with whieh I 
thoroughly agreed, was the part about my 
brother. Nothing that you could possibly say 
could be too bad for him. I regard Henry as 
infamous, absolutely infamous. But I am bound 
to state, as you were remarking, Jane, that he 
is excellent company, and he has one of the best 
cooks' in London, and after a good dinner one 
can forgive anybody, even one's own relations. 

LADY HUNSTANTON [to Miss ^orsley.l 

Now, do come, dear, and make friends with 
Mnu Arbuthnot. She is one of the good, sweet, 
simple people you told us we never admitted 
into soci^y. I am sorry to say Mrs. Arbuth- 
not comes very rarely to me. But that is not 
my fault. 

MB8. ALLONBY 

What a bore it is the men staying so long 
after dinner! I expect they are saying the 
most dreadful things about us. 

LADY STUTFIELD 

Do you really think so t 

HB8. ALLONBY 

I am sure of it 
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LADY STUTPIELD 

How very, very horrid of them ! Shall we go 
onto the terrace f 

UB8. ALLONBY 

Oh, anything to get away from the dowagers 
and the dowdies. [Rises and goes v)ith Lady 
8tut field to door L,C.] We are only going to 
look at the stars, Lady Hunstanton. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

You will find a great many, dear, a great 
many. But don't catch cold. [To Mrs. Ar- 
huihnoi.] We shall all miss Gerald so much, 
dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

HBS. ARBUTHNOT 

But has Lord Ulingworth really offered to 
make Gerald his secretary t 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Oh, yes ! He has been most charming about 
it. He has the highest possible opinion of your 
boy. You don't know Lord Ulingworth, I be- 
lieve, dear. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

I have never met him. ' 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

You know him by name, no doubt t 

UBB. ABBUTHNOT 

I am afraid I don't. I live so much out of 
the world, and see so few people. I remember 
hearing years ago of an old Lord lUingworth 
who lived in Yorkshire, I think. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, yes. That would be the last Earl but 
one. He was a yery curious man. He wanted 
to marry beneath him. Or wouldn't, I believe. 
There was some scandal about it. The present 
Lord lUingworth is quite diflferent. He is very 
distinguished. He does — ^well, he does nothing, 
which I am afraid our pretty American visitor 
here thinks very wrong of anybody, and I don't 
know that he cares much for the subjects in 
which you are so interested, dear Mrs. Arbuth- 
not. Do you think, Caroline, that Lord lUing- 
worth is interested in the Housing of the Poorf 

LADY CAROLINE 

I should fancy not at all, Jane. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

We aU have our different tastes, have we not t 
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But Lord lUingworth has a very high position, 
and there is nothing he couldn't get if he chose 
to ask for it. Of course, he is comparatively a 
young man still, and he has only come to his 
title within— how long exactly is it, Caroline, 
since Lord Illingworth succeeded f 

LADY CAROLINE 

About four years, I think, Jane. I know it 
was the same year in which my brother had his 
last exposure in the evening newspapers. 

■ 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ahy I remember. That would be about four 
years ago. Of course, there were a great many 
people between the present Lord Illingworth 
and the title, Mrs. Arbutiinot. There was — ^who 
was there, Caroline f 

LADY CABOLINE 

There was poor Margaret's baby. You re- 
member how anxious she was to have ^ boy, and 
it was a boy, but it died, and her husband died 
shortly afterwards, and she married almost im- 
mediately one o£ Lord Ascot's sons, who, I am 
told, beats her. 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, that is in the family, deais that is in the 
family. And there was also, I remember, a 
elerg3rman who wanted to be a lunatic, or a luna- 
tic who wanted to be a clergyman, I forget 
whicii,' but I know the Court of Chancery inves- 
tigated the matter, aiid decided that he was 
quite sane. Apid I saw him afterwards at poor 
Lord Plumstead's with straws in his hair, or 
something yery odd about him. I can't recall 
what. I often regret, Lady Caroline, that dear 
Lady Cecilia never lived to see her son get the 
title. 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

Lady Cecilia? 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Lord niingworth's mother, dear Mrs. Arbuth- 
not, was one of the Duchess of Jerningham's 
pretty daughters, and she married 'Sir Thomas 
Harford, who wasn't considered a very good 
match for her at the time, though he was said 
to be the handsomest yian in* London. I knew 
them all quite intimately, and both the sons, 
Arthur and Oeorge. 
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MBS. ARBUTHNOT 

It was the eldest son who succeeded, of course. 
Lady Hunstanton f 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

No, dear, he was killed in the hunting field. 
Or was it fishing, Caroline f I forget. But 
George came in for everything. I always tell 
him that no younger son has ever had such good 
luck as he has had. 

MBS. ARBUTHNOT 

Lady Hunstanton, I want to speak to Gerald 
at once. Might I see himf Can he be sent forf 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Certainly, dear. I will send one of the serv- 
ants into the dining-room to fetch him. I don't 
know what keeps the gentlemen so long. [Rings 
bell.] When I knew Lord lUingworth first as 
plain George Harford, he was simply a very 
brilliant young man about town, with not a 
penny of money except what poor dear Lady 
Cecilia gave him. She was quite devoted to 
him. Chiefly, I fancy, because he was on bad 
terms with his father. Oh, here is the dear 
Archdeacon. [To Servant,] It doesn't matter. 
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[Enter Sir John and Doctor Daubeny. Sir 
John goes over to Lady Stutfield, Doctor Dau- 
beny to Lady Hunstanton^ ic^ **/«-* ^^~24^* 

7^-^ (X. 

THB ABCHDEACON 

Lord niingworth has been most entertaining. 
I have never enjoyed myself more. [Sees Mrs. 
Arbuthnot.] Ah, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

[To Doctor Daubeny.] Yon see I have got 
Mrs. Arbnthnot to come to me at last. 

THB ABCHDEAOON 

That is a great honour, Lady Hunstanton. 
Mrs. Daubeny will be quite jealous of you. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ahy I am so sorry Mrs. Daubeny could not 
come with you to-night. Headache as usual, I 
suppose. 

THB ABCHDBAOON 

Yes, Lady Hunstanton; a perfect martyr. 
But she is happiest alone. She is happiest 
alone. 
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LADY CAROLINE 

[To her husband.] John! [Sir John goes 
over to his wife. Doctor Daubeny talks to Lady 
Hunstanton and Mrs. Arbuthnot.] 

[Mrs. Arbuthnot watches Lord lUingworth 
the whole time. He has passed across the room 
without noticing her, and approaches Mrs. AU 
lonby, who tvith Lady Stutfield is standing by 
the door looking on to the terrace.] 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

How is the most charming woman in the 
world ? 

MRS. ALLONBY 

[Taking Lady Stutfield by the hand.] We 
are both quite well, thank you, Lord lUing- 
worth. But what a short time you have been in 
the dining-room. It seems as if we had only 
jufirt left. 

LORD n^LINGWORTH 

I was bored to death. Never opened my lips 
the whole time. Absolutely longing to come in 
to you. 
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MRS. ALLONBY 

Yoa should have. The American girl has 
been giving us a lecture. 

LORD HjUNGWOBTH 

Really f All Americans lecture, I believe. I 
suppose it is something in their climate. What 
did she lecture about f 

HBS. ALLONBY' 

■ 

Oh, Puritanism, of course. 

LORD HjUNQWORTH 

I am going to convert her, an^ I nott How 
long do you give me t 

MRS. ALLOKBY 

A week. 

LORD njJNGWORTH 

A week is more than enough. 
[Enter Oerald and Lard Alfred.] 



OBRALD 

[Oatng to Mrs. Arhuihnot.] Dear mother! 
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HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Gerald, I don't feel at all well. See me home, 
Gerald. I shouldn't have come. 

GERALD 

I am SO sorry, mother. Certainly. But you 
must know Lord Illingworth first. [Goes across 
roomJl 

HR8. ABBUTHNOT 

Not to-night, Gerald. 

GEBALD 

Lord Illingworth, I want you so much to 
know my mother. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

With the greatest pleasure. [ To Mrs. Allon- 
6y.] I'll be back in a moment. People's moth- 
ers always bore me to death. All women be* 
come like their mothers. That is their tragedy. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

No man does. That is his. 

LOBD ILUNGWOBTH 

What a delightful mood you are in to-night ! 
[Turns round and goes across with Oerald to 
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Mrs. Arhuthnot When he sees her, he starts 
back in wonder. Then slowly his eyes turn 
towards OeraldJ] 

GERALD 

Mother, this is Lord niingworth, who has 
offered to take me as his private secretary. 
[Mrs, Arhuthnot hows coldly.] It is a wonder- 
ful opening for me, isn't itf I hope he won't 
be disappointed in me, that is all. YonH thank 
Lord lUingworth, mother, won't yont 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Lord niingworth is very good, I am sure, to 
interest himself in you for the moment. 

LOBD ILLINGWORTH 

[Putting his hand on OeraWs shoulder.] Oh, 
(Jerald and I are great friends, already, Mrs. • • • 
Arhuthnot. 

UBS. ABBUTHNOT 

There can be nothing in common between yon 
and my son, Lord Illingworth. 

GERALD 

Dear mother, how can you say so t Of course, 
Lord Illingworth is awfully clever and that sort 
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of thing. There is nothing Lord lUingworth 
doesn't kno'^. 

LORD HililKGWORTH 

My dear boy! 

GERALD 

He knows more about life than any one I have 
ever met. I feel an awful duflfer when I am 
with you, Lord Illingworth. Of course, I have 
had so few advantages. I have not been to Eton 
or Oxford like other chaps. But Lord Illing- 
worth doesn't seem to mind that. He has been 
awfully good to me, mother. 

MBS. ASBUTHNOT 

Lord Illingworth may change his mind. He 
may not really want you as his secretary. 

CFEBALD 

Mother ! 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

You must * remember, as you said yourself, 
you have had so few advantages. 

MRS. ALLONBT 

Lord Illingworth, I want to speak to you for 
a moment. Do come over. 
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UJRD ILLINQWOBTH 

Will you excuse me, Mrs. Arbuthnott Now, 
don't let your charming mother make any more 
difficulties, Gerald. The thing is quite settled, 
isn't itf 

ffBBATiD 

I hope so. [Lord lUingworth goes across to 
Mrs. AUonhy,] 

UBS. ALLONBT 

I thought you were never going to leave the 
lady in black velvet. 

LORD UiLINGWOBTH 

She is excessively handsome. [Looks at Mrs. 
Arhuthnot.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Caroline, shall we all make a move to the 
music-room f Miss Worsley is going to play. 
You'll come too, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, won't 
you? You don't know what a treat is in stpre 
for you. [To Doctor Daubeny,] I must really 
take Miss Worsley down some afternoon to 
the rectory. I should so much like dear Mrs. 
Daubeny to hear her on the violin. Ah, I forgot. 
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Dear Mrs. Daubeny's hearing is a little defect- 
ive, is it not t 

THE ARCHDEACON 

Her deafness is a great privation to her. She 
canH even hear my sermons now. She reads 
them at home. But she has many resources in 
herself, many resources. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

She reads a good deal, I suppose f 

THE ABCHDEACON 

Just the very largest print. The eyesight is 
rapidly going. But she's never morbid, never 
morbid. 

GERALD 

[To Lord lUingworth.] Do speak to my 
mother. Lord Illingworth, before you go into 
the music-room. She seems to think, somehow, 
you don't mean what you said to me. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Aren't you coming t 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

In ^ few moments, Lady Hunstanton, if Mrs, 
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Arbnthnot would allow me, I would like to say 
a few words to her, and we will join you later on. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, of course. You will have a great deal to 
say to her, and she will have a great deal to 
thank you for. It is not every son who gets 
such an offer, Mrs. Arbuthnot But I know you 
appreciate that, dear. 

LADY CAROLINE 

John I 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Now, don't keep Mrs. Arbuthnot too long. 
Lord lUingworth. We can't spare her. 

[Exit f (Mowing the other guests. Sound of 
ifiolin heard from mtmc-room.] 

LORD ILUNGWORTH 

So that is our son, Rachel ! Well, I am very 
proud of him. He is a Harford, every inch of 
him. By the way, why Arbuthnot, Rachel t 

HRS. ARBUTHNOT 

One name is as good as another, when one has 
no right to any name. 
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LOBD ILLINOWOBTH 

f 

I suppose so— But why Grer^df 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

After a man whose heart I broke— after my 
father. 

LOBD ILUNGWOBTH 

Well, Baohel, what is over is over. All I have 
got to say now is that I am very, very much 
pleased with our boy. The world will know Jiim 
merely as my private secretary, but to me he 
will be something very near, and very dear. It 
is a curious thing, Rachel; my life seemed to 
be quite complete. It was .not so. It lacked some- 
thing, it lacked a son. I. have found my son 
noWy I am glad I have found him. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

You have no right to claim him, or the small- 
est part of him. The boy is entirely mine, and 
shall remain mine. 

LOBD UiUNGWOBTH 

My dear Rachel, you have had him to yourself 
for over twenty yeai^. Why not let me have 
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him for a little now f He is quite as muoh mint 
as yours. 

mrS. abbuthnot 

Are you talking of the child you abandoned f 
Of the child who, as far as you are concerned, 
might have died of hunger and of want f 

« 

LORD niUNOWOBTH 

You forget, Rachel, it was you who left me. 
It was not I who left you. 

MB8. ABBUTHNOT 

I left you because you refused to give the child 
a name. Before my son was bom, I implored 
you to marry me. 

LOBD HJJNOWOBTH 

I had no expectations then. And besides, 
Rachel, I wasn't much older than you were. I 
was only twenty-two. I was twenty-one, I 
believe, when the whole thing began in your 
father's garden. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

When a man is old enough to do wrong he 
should be old enough to do right also. 
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LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

My dear Rachel, intellectual generalities are 
always interesting, but generalities in morals 
mean absolutely nothing. As for saying I left 
our child to starve, that, of course, is untrue 
and silly. My mother offered you six hundred 
a year. But you wouldn't take anything. You 
simply disappeared, and carried the child away 
with you. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

I wouldn't have accepted a penny from her. 
Your father was different. He told you, in my 
presence, when we were in Paris, that it was 
your duty to marry me. 

LORD nJJNOWOBTH 

Oh, duty is what one expects from others, it 
is not what one does one's-self. Of course, I 
was influenced by my mother. Every man is 
when he is young. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

I am glad to hear you say so. Gterald shall 
certainly not go away with you. 

LORD njJNGWOBTH 

What nonsense, Rachel! 
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MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

Do you think I would allow my son— — 

LORD ILUNOWOBTH 

Our son. 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

My son [Lord IlUngworth shrugs his shoul- 
ders]— to go away with the man who spoiled 
my youth, who ruined my life, who haa tainted 
every moment of my dayst You don't realise 
what my past has been in suffering and in 
shame. 

LOBD njJNOWOBTH 

My dear Rachel, I must candidly say that I 
think Gerald's future considerably more import- 
ant than 3^our past. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Gerald cannot separate his future from my 
past. 

LOBD ILUNOWOBTH 

That is exactly what he should do. That is 
exactly what you should help him to do. What 
a typical woman you are I You talk sentiment- 
ally, and you are thoroughly selfish the whole 
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time. But don't let us have a scene. Rachel, I 
want you to look at ttis matter from the 
common-sense point of view, from the point of 
view of what is best for our son, leaving you 
and me out of the question. What is our son 
at present? An underpaid clerk in a small 
Provincial Bank in a third-rate English town. 
If you imagine he is quite happy in such a 
position, you are mistaken. He is thoroughly 
discontented. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

He was not discontented till he met you. Tou 
have made him so. 

LORD ILLINOWORTH 

Of course, I made him so. Discontent is the 
first step in the progress of a man or a nation. 
But I did not leave him with a mere longing for 
things he could not get. No, I made .him a 
charming offer. He jumped at it, I need hardly 
say. Any young man would. And now, simply 
because it turns out that I am the boy's own 
father and he my own son, you propose prac- 
tically to ruin his career. That is to say, if I 
were a perfect stranger, you would allow Gerald 
to go away with me, but as he is my own flesh 
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and blood you won't. How utterly illogical you 
are! 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

I 

I will not allow bim fo go. 

LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

How can you prevent it? "Wbat excuse can 
you give to him for making bim decline such 
an offer as minet I won't tell him in what 
relations I stand to him, I need hardly say. But 
you daren't tell hiin. Ydu know that. Look 
how you have brought him up. - 

MRS. ARBUTHliOT . 

* 

I have brought him up to be a good man. 

LORD njJNGWORTH 

Quite so. And what is the result? You have 
educated him to be your judge if he ever finds 
you out. And a bitter, an unjust judge he will 
be to you. Don 't be deceived, Rachel. Children 
begin by loving their parents. After a time they 
judge them. Rarely, if ever, do tiey forgive 
them. 

MRS. ARBX7THN0T 

Oeorge, don^t take my son away from me. I 
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have had twenty years of sorrow, and I have 
only had one thing to love me, only one thing 
to love. You have had a life of joy, and 
pleasure, and success. Teu have been quite 
happy, you have never thought of us. There 
was no reason, according to your views of life, 
why you should have remembered us at all. 
Your meeting us was a mere accident, a horrible 
accident. Forget it. Don't come now, and rob 
me of ... of all I have, of all I have in the 
whole world. You are so rich in other things. 
Leave me the little vineyard of my life; leave 
me the walled-in garden and the well of water ; 
the ewe-lamb God sent me, in pity or in wrath, 
oh! leave me that. George, don't take Gerald 
from me. 

LORD ILLINQWOBTH 

Rachel, at the present moment you are not 
necessary to Gterald's career; I am. There is 
nothing more to be said on the subject. 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

I will not let him go.> 

LORD ILUNOV^OBTH 

Here is Gerald. He has a right to decide for 
himself. 
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9 

[Enter Chrald.] 

GESLAhD 

Wellj dear mother, I hope you have settled it 
all with Lord Illingworth f 

KB8. ABBUTHNOT 

I have not, Oerald. 

LOBD ILUNCFWORTH . 

Yonr mother seems not to like your coming 
with me, for some reason. 

GERALD 

Why J mother f 

UBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I thought you were quite happy here with 
me, Gerald. I didn't know you were so anxious 
to leave me. 

GERALD 

Mother, how can you talk like fhatf Of 
course I have been quite happy with you. But 
a man can't always stay with his mother. No 
chap does. I want to make myself a position, to 
do something. I thought you would have been 
proud to see me Lord Illingworfh's secretary. 
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MB8. AEBUTHKOT 

I do not think yon wonld be snitable as a 
private secretary to Lord niingworth. Ton 
have no qualifications. 

I don't wish to seem to interfere for a moment, 
Mrs. Arbnthnot, but as far as your last objection 
is concerned, I surely am the best judge. And 
I can only tell yon that your son has all the 
qualifications I had hoped for. He has more, in 
fact, than I had even thought of. Far more. 
[Mrs. Arbuthnot remains silent.] Have you 
any other reason, Mrs. Arbuthnot, why you 
don't wish your son to accept this postt 

GBELALD 

Have you, mother. Do answer. 

LOBD njUNGWOBTH 

If you have, Mrs. Arbuthnot, pray, pray say 
it. We are quite by ourselves here. Whatever 
it is, I need not say I will not repeat it 

GERALD 

Mother? 
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LOBD ILUNCFWOBTH 

If yon would like to be alone with yoor son, I 
will leave yon. You may have some other reason 
yon don't wish me to hear. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I have no other reason. 

LOBD HiUNGWOBTH 

Then, my dear boy, we may look on the 
thing as settled. Come, yon and I will smoke a 
cigarette on the terrace together. And Mrs. 
Arbnthnot, pray let me tell you, that I think 
you have acted very, very wisely. 

[Exit with Gerald. Mrs. Arbuthnot is left 
alone. She stands immohUe, tvith a look of 
unutterahle sorrow on her face.] 

Act-Dbop. 



k • 



THIRD ACT. 

Scene— T^ Picture Oallery at Hunstanton. 
Door at back leading on to terrace. 

[Lord Illingworth and Oerald, B.C. Lord 
IlUngtvorth lolling on a sofa. Oerald in « 
chair.] 

ft 

UmO ILLINOWORTH 

Thoroughly sensible woman, your mother, 
Oeraldf I knew she would come round in the 
end. 

OEBALD 

My mother is awfully conscientious. Lord 
Illingworth, and I know she doesn't think I 
am educated enough to be your secretary. She 
is 'perfectly right, too. I was fearfully idle 
when I was at school, and I couldn't pass an 

■ 

examination now to save my life. 

101 
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LOBD ILUNOWOBTH 

My dear Gerald, examinations are of no value 
whatsoever. If a man is a gentleman, be knows 
quite enough, and if he is not a gentleman, 
whatever he knows is bad for him. 

GEBALD ^ 

But I am so ignorant of the world, Lord 
niingworth. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

Don't be afraid, Gerald. Remember that 
you've got on your side the most wonderful 
thing in the world— youth! There is nothing 
like youth. The middle-aged are mortgaged to 
Life. The old are in Life's lumber-room. But 
youth is the Lord of Life. Youth has a kingdom 
waiting for it. Every one is bom a king, and 
most people die in exile, like most kings. To 
win back my youth, Gerald, there is nothing I 
wouldn't do— except take exercise, get up early, 
or be a useful member of the community. 

GERALD 

But you don't call yourself old. Lord niing- 
worth t 



V 

I 
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LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

I am old enougli to be your father, Gerald. 

GEBALD 

I don't remember mj father; he died yean 
ago. 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

So Lady Hunstanton told me. 

GEBALD 

It is very curious, my mother never talks to 
me about my father. I sometimes think she 
must have married beneath her. 

LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

[Winces slightly,] Really t [Ooes over and 
puts his hand oji OeraWs shoulder.] You have 
missed Hot having a father, I suppose, Qeraldf 

GERALD 

Oh, no; my mother has been so good to me. 
No one ever had such a mother as I have had. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

I am quite sure of that. Still I should 
imagine that most mothers don't quite under- 
stand their sons. Don't realise, I mean, that a 
son has ambitions, a desire to see life, to make 
himself a name. After all, Gerald, you couldn't 



h. 
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be ezpeoted to pass all your &£• nr studi a hole 
as Wrockley, conld yon? 

GEBAIjD * 

Oh, no ! It wonld be dreadful I ' 

LOBD UjLINOWOBTH 

A mother's love is very tonchingy of conrse, 
bnt it is often curiondy selfish. I mean, there is 
a good deal of selfishness in it. . 

GERALD 

[Slowly.] I suppose there is. 

LOBD njiJNOWOBTH ^ 

Your mother is a thorough^ good woman. 
But good women have such limited views of 
life, their horizon is so small, their interests are 
so petty, aren't theyf 

i 

6EBALD 

They are awfully interested, certainly, in 
things we don 't care much about. 

LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

I si;ippose your mother is very religious, and 
that sort of thing. 
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Oh, yeSy she's always going to church. 

LOBD ILLlNGYrOBTH 

Ah I she is not modern, and to be modem is 
the only thing worth being now-a-days. You 
want to be modem, don't you, Gerald? You 
want to know life as it really is. Not to be put 
off with any old-fashioned theories about life. 
Well, what you have to do at present is simply 
to fit yourself for the best society. A man who 
can dominate a London dinner-table can domi- 
nate the world. The future belongs to the 
dandy. It is the ezquiisites who are going to 
rule. 

GEBALD 

I should like to wear hice thmgs awfully, but 
I have always been told that a man should not 
think too much about his clothes. 

LOBD HjLINGWOBTH 

People now-a-days are so absolutely super- 
ficial that they don't understand the philosophy 
of the superficial. By the way, Gerald, you 
should learn how to tie your tie better. Senti- 
ment is all very well for the button-hole. But 
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the essential thing for a necktie is style. A well- 
tied tie is the first serious step in life. 

GEBALD 

[Laughing.] I might be able to learn how to 
tie a tie, Lord Ulingworth, but I should never 
be able to talk as you do. I don't know how to 
talk. 

LOBD HiLINGWOBTH 

Oh ! talk to every woman as if you loved her, 
and to every man as if he bored you, and at the 
end of your first season you will have the repu- 
tation of possessing the most perfect social tact. 

GERALD 

But it is very difficult to get into society, 
isn't it? 

LOBD HjUNGWOBTH 

To get into the best society, now-a-days, one 
has either to feed people, amuse people, or shock 
people— that is all. 

GEBALD 

I suppose society is wonderfully delightful ! 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

To be in it is merely a bore. But to be out 
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of it simply a tragedy. Society is a necessary 
thing. No man has any real success in this 
world unless he has got women to back him, and 
women rule society. If you have not got women 
on your side you are quite over. You might just 
as well be a barrister, or a stockbroker, or a 
journalist at once. 

GEBALD 

It is verjc difficult to understand women, is it 
not? 

LORD n.LINGWOBTH 

Ton should never try to understand them. 
Women are pictures. Men are problems. If 
you want to know what a woman really means 
—which, by the way, is always a dangerous 
thing to do— look at her, don't listen to her. 

GERALD 

But women are awfully clever, aren 't they t 

LORD n^LINGWORTH 

One should always tell them so. But, to the 
philosopher, my dear Gerald, women represent 
the triumph of matter over mind— just as men 
represent the triumph of mind over morals. 
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GBBALD 

How then can women hsve so much power as 
you say they have? 

IX)BD ILLINQWOBTH 

The history of women is the history of the 
worst form of tyranny the world has ever 
known. The tyranny of the weak over the 
strong. It is the only tyranny that lasts. 

GEBALD 

But haven't women got a refining influence? 

LORD ILLIN6W0BTH 

Nothing refines but the intellect. 

GEBALD 

Still, there are many different kinds of women, 
arenH there? 

LOBD ILLINGVrOBTH 

Only two kinds in society : the plain and the 
coloured. 

GERALD 

But there are good women in society, aren't 
there? 
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LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

Par too many. 

GBRAIiD 

But do you think women shouldn't be goodt 

LOBD n4LIN6W0BTH 

One should never tell them so, they'd all be- 
come good at once. Women are a fascinatingly 
wilful sex. Every woman is a rebel, and usually 
in wild revolt against herself. 

GERALD 

You have never been married, Lord Illing- 
worth, have yout 

LORD ILLINGW6RTH 

Men marry because they are tired; women 
because they are curious. Both are disappointed. 

GERALD 

But don't you think one can be happy when 
one is married f 

LORD njJNGWORTH 

Perfectly happy. But the happiness of a 
married man, my dear Oerald, depends on the 
people he has not married. 
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OfESLAhD 

But if one is in love? 

LOBD ILLINQWOBTH 

One should always be in love. That is the 
reason one should never marry. 

GERALD ^ 

Love is a very wonderful thing, isn't itf 

LORD HjLINGWORTH 

When one is in love one begins by deceiving 
one's-self. And one ends by deceiving others. 
That is what the world calls a romance. But a 
really grande passion is comparatively rare now- 
a-days. It is the privilege of people who have 
nothing to do. That is the one use of the idle 
classes in a country, and the only possible expla- 
nation of us Harfords. 

GERALD 

Harfords, Lord lUingworthf 

LORD ILUNGWORTH 

That is my family name. You should study 
the Peerage, Qerald. It is the one book a young 
man about town should know thoroughly, and it 
is the best thing in fiction the English have ever 
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done. And now, Qerald, you are going now 
into a perfectly new life with me, and I want 
you to know how to live. [Mrs. Arbuthnot 
appears on terrace behind.] For the world has 
been made by fools that wise men should live 
in it! 

[Enter L.C. Lady Hunstanton and Dr. 
Daubeny.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah! here you are, dear Lord lUingworth. 
Well, I suppose you have been telling our young 
friend, Gerald, what his new duties are to be, 
and giving him a great deal of good advice over 
a pleasant cigarette. 

LOBD nJlilNGWORTH 

I have been giving him the best of advice, 
Lady Hunstanton, and the best of cigarettes. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I am SO sorry I was not here to listen to you, 
but I suppose I am too old now to learn. Except 
from you, dear Archdeacon, when you are in 
your nice pulpit. But then I always know what 
you are going to say, so I don't feel alarmed. 
[Sees Mrs. Arbuthnot.] Ah I dear Mrs. Arbufh- 
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not, do come and join us. Come^ dear. [Enter 
Mrs. Arbuihnot ] Oerald has been haTing suoh 
a long talk with Lord Illingworth; I am sure 
you must feel very much flattered at the pleasant 
way in which everything has turned out for him. 
Let us sit down. [They sit dawn.] And how is 
your beautiful embroidery going on f 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I am always at work, Lady Hunstanton. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Mrs. Daubeny embroiders a little, too, doesn't 
she? 

THE ABOHDEACON 

She was very deft with her needle once, quite 
a Dorcas. But the gout has crippled her fingers 
a good deal. She has not touched the tambour 
frame for nine or ten years. But she has many 
other amusements. She is very much interested 
in her own health. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah I that is always a nice distraction, is it Qotf 
Now, what are you talking about. Lord Illing- 
worth? Do tell us. 
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LOBD ILUNGWOBTH 

I was on the point of explaining to Gkrald 
that the world has always laughed at its own 
tragedies, that being the only way in which it 
has been able to bear them. And that, conse- 
quently, whatever the world has treated seriously 
belongs to the comedy side of things. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Now I am quite out of my depth. I usually 
am when Lord lUingworth says anything. And 
the Humane Society is most careless. They 
never rescue me. I am left to sink. I have a 
dim idea, dear Lord Illingworth, that you are 
always on the side of the sinners, and I know I 
always try to be on the side of the saints, but 
that is as far as I get. And after all, it may be 
merely the fancy of a drowning person. 

LOBD ILLINGWORTH 

The only difference between the saint and the 
sinner is that every saint has a past, and every 
sinner has a future. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah I that quite does for me. I haven't a word 
1o say. You and I, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, are 
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behind the age. We can't follow Liord Illing- 
worth. Too much care was taken with our edu- 
cation, I am afraid. To have been well brought 
up is a great drawback now-a^days. It abuts 
one out from so much. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

I should be sorry to follow Lord lUingworth 
in any of his opinions. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

You are quite right, dear. 

[Oerdld shrugs his shoulders and looks irri- 
tahly over at his mother. Enter Lady Caroline,] 

LADY CABOLINE 

Jane, have you seen John anywhere? 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

You needn't be anxious about him, dear. He 
is with Lady Stutfield; I saw them some time 
ago, in the Yellow Drawing-room. They seem 
quite happy together. You are not going, Caro- 
line? Pray sit down. 

LADY CABOLINE 

I think I had better look after John. 

[Exit Lady Caroline.] 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

It doesn't do to pay men so much attention. 
And Caroline has really nothing to be anxious 
about. Lady Stutfield is very sympathetic. She 
is just as sympathetic about one thing as she is 
about another. A beautiful nature. 

[Enter Sir John and Mrs. AUonby.] 

Ah ! here is Sir John I And with Mrs. AUonby 
too! I suppose it was Mrs. AUonby I saw him 
with. Sir John, Caroline has been looking every- 
where for you. 

HBS. AliLONBT 

We have been waiting for her in the Muaio- 
room, dear Lady Hunstanton. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah! the Music-room, of course. I thought it 
was the Yellow Drawing-room, my memory is 
getting so defective. [ To the Archdeacon.] Mrs. 
Daubeny has a wonderful memory, hasn't Ael 

THS ABCHDEAOON 

She used to be quite remarkable for her 
memory, but since her last attack she recalls 
chiefly the events of her early chUdhood. But 



116 THE WRITINGS OF OSCAR WILDE. 

she finds great pleasure in snch retrospections, 
great pleasure. 

[Enter Lady 8tut field and Mr. KelvU.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah! dear Lady Stutfield! and what has Mr. 
Kelvil been talking to you abdut t 

LADY STUTFIELD 

About Bimetallism, as well as I remember. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Bimetallism! Is that quite a nice subject? 
However, I know people discuss everything very 
freely now-a-days. What did Sir John talk to 
you about, dear Mrs. Allonby? 

MBS. ALLOl^BY 

About Patagonia*. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Really t What a remote topic I But very im- 
proving, I have no doubt. 

MRS. AllLONBT 

He has been most interesting on the subject 
of Patagonia. Savages seem to have quite the 
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same views as cultured people on almost all sub- 
jects. * They are excessively advanced. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

What do they do! 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Apparently everything. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Well, it is very gratifying, dear Archdeacon, 
is it not, to find that Human Nature is perma- 
nently one.— On the whole, the world is the 
same world, is it notf 

L0IU> ILLING WORTH 

t 

The world is simply divided into two classes— 
those who believe the incredible, like the public 
—and those who do the improbable 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Like yourself? 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

Yes; I am always astonishing myself. It is 
the only thing that makes life worth living. 
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LADY STUTFIELD 

And what have you been doing lately that 
astonishes you? 

LOBD njjINGWOBTH 

I have been discovering all kinds of beautiful 
qualities in my own nature. 

HRS. ALLONBY 

Ah I don't become quite perfect all at once. 
Do it gradually I 

LOBD njjINQWOBTH 

I don't intend to grow perfect at all. At 
least, I hope I shan't. It would be most incon- 
venient. Women love us for our defects. If we 
have enough of them, they will forgive us every- 
thing, even our gigantic intellects. 

MB8. ALLONBY 

It is premature to ask us to forgive analysis. 
We forgive adoration; that is quite as much as 
should be expected from us. 

\EnXer Lord Alfred. He joins Lady 8 tut field,] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah! we women should forgive everything, 
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shouldn't we, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot? I am sure 
you agree with me in that. 

MBS. ARBUTHNOT 

I do not, Lady Hunstanton. I think there are 
many things women should never forgive. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

What sort of things? 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

The ruin of another woman's life. 

[Moves slowly away to hack of stage.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah I those things are very sad, no doubt, but I 
believe there are admirable homes where people 
of that kind are looked after and reformed, and 
I think on the whole that the secret of life is to 
take things very, very easily. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

The secret of life is never to have an emotion 
that is unbecoming. 

LADY STUTFIBLD 

The secret of life is to appreciate the pleasure 
of being terribly, terribly deceived. 
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KBLVIL 

The secret of life is to resist temptation, Lad^ 
Stutfield. 

LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

There is no secret of life. Life's aim, if it has 
one, is simply to be always looking for tempta- 
tions. There are not nearly enough. I some- 
times pass a whole day without coming across a 
single one. It is quite dreadful. It makes one 
so nervous about the future. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

[Shakes her fan at him.] I don't know how 
it is, dear Lord Illingworth, but everything you 
have said to-day seems to me excessively im- 
moral It has been most interesting, listening 
to you. 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

All thought is immoral. Its very essence is 
destruction. If you think of anything, you kill 
it. Nothing survives being thought of. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I don't understand a word, Lord Illingworth. 
But I have no doubt it is all quite true. Person- 
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ally, I have verj little to reproach, n^rself with, 
on the score of thinking. I don't believe in 
women thinking too much. Women should 
think in moderation, as they should do all things 
in moderation. 

LOBD njilNGWOBTH 

Moderation is a fatal tiling^ Lady Hunstanton. 
Nothing succeeds like excess. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I hope I shall remember that. It sounds an 
admirable maxim. But I 'm beginning to forget 
everything. It's a great misfortune. 

LOBD njilNGWOBTH 

It is one of your most fascinating qualities, 
Lady Hunstanton. No woman should have^a 
memory. Memory in a woman is the beginning 
of dowdiness. One can always tell from a 
woman's bonnet whether she has got a memory 
or not. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

How charming you are, dear Lord * Bling- 
worth. You always find out that one's most 
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glaring fault is one's most important virtue. 
You have the most comforting views of life. 
[Enter Farquhar.] 

PABQUHAB 

Doctor Daubeny's carriage I 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear Archdeacon! It is only half -past 
ten. 

THE ABCHDBAOON 

[Rising.] I am afraid I must go, Lady Hun- 
stanton. Tuesday is always one of Mrs. Daub- 
eny's bad nights. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

[Rising.] Well, I won't keep you from her. 
[Ches with him towards door.] I have told 
Farquhar to put a brace of partridge into the 
carriage. Mrs. Daubeny may fancy them. 

THE ARCHDEACON 

It is very kind of you, but Mrs. Daubeny 
never touches solids now. Lives entirely on 
jeUies. But she is wonderfully cheerful, won- 
derfully cheerful. She has nothing to complain 
of. [Exit mth Lady Hwnstanton.] 
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MBS. ALLONBT 

[Ooes over to Lord IlUngworth.] There is a 
beautiful moon to-night. 

LORD niUNGWOBTH 

Let us go and look at it. To look at anything 
that is inconstant is charming now-a-days. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

You haye your looking-glass. 

U«D niUNGWOBTH 

It is unkind. It merely shows me my wrin- 
kles. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

Mine is better behaved. It never tells me the 
truth. 

LOBD HiLINGWOBTH 

Then it is in love with you. 

[Exeunt Sir John, Lady Stutfield, Mr. KeMl, 
and Lord Alfred.] 

GBBALD [to Lord lUingworth.] 
May I come toot 
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LOBD lUJNOWOBTH 

Do, my dear boy. [Moves towards door with 
Mrs, AUonby and Oerald.] 

[Lady Caroline enters, looks rapidly round 
and goes out in opposite direction to that taken 
by Sir John and Lady Stutfield.] 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Gerald ! 

OEBALD 

What, mother! 

[Exit Lord IlUngworth unth Mrs. AUonhy.] 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

It is getting late. Let us go home. 

OEBALD 

My dear mother. Do let us wait a little 
longer. Lord lUingworth is so delightful, and, 
by the way, mother, I have a great surprise for 
you. We are starting for India at the end of 
this month. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Let us go homa. 
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6BBALD 

If you really want to, of course, mother, but 
I must bid good-bye to Lord lUingworth first. 
I'll be back in five minutes. [Exit] 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Let him leave me if he chooses, but not with 
him— not with him ! I couldn 't bear it. [ Walks 
up and dovm.] 

[Enter Hester.] 

HBSTEB 

What a lovely night it is, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Isitt 

HESTEB 

Mrs. Arbuthnot, I wish you would let us be 
friends. Ton are so different from the other 
women here. When you came into the drawing- 
room this evening, somehow you brought with 
you a sense of what is good and pure in life. I 
had been foolish. There' are things that are 
right to say, but that may be said at the wrong 
time and to the wrong people. 
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MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

I heard what you said. I agree with it, Miss 
Worsley. 

HESTER 

I didn't know yon had heard it. But I knew 
you would agree with me. A woman who has 
Binned should be punished, shouldn't shef 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Yes. 

HESTEB 

She shouldn't be allowed to come into the 
society of good men and women f 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

She should not. 

HESTEB 

And the man should be punished in the same 
wayt 

MBS. ABBX7THN0T 

In the same way. And the children, if there 
are children, in the same way alsof 



Yes, it is right that the sins of the parents 
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should be visited on the children. It is a jnst 
law. It is Gk)d's law. 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

It is one of Gk>d's terrible laws. 

[Moves away to fireplace.] 

HESTER 

You are distressed about your son leaving 
you, Mrs. Arbuthnotf 

HRS. ABBUTHNOT 

Yes. 

HESTER 

Do you like him going away with Lord Illing- 
l^orthT Of course there is position, no doubt, 
and money, but position and money are not 
everything, are theyt 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

They are nothing; they bring misery. 

HBSTBB 

Then why do you let your son go with him! 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

He wishes it himself. 
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BESTER 

Bnt if you aaked him he wotild stay, would he 
not! 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

He has set his heart on going. 

HESTEB 

He couldn't refuse you anything. He loves 
you too much. Ask him to stay. Let -me send 
him in to you. He is on the terrace at this mo- 
ment with Lord Hlingworth. I heard them 
laughing together as I passed through the 
Music-room. 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Don't trouble, Miss Worsley, I can wait It 
is of no consequence. 

HESTEB 

No, I'll tell him you want hint Do~do ask 
him to stay. [Exit Hester.] 

HBS. ABBX7THN0T 

He won't come— I know he won't come. • 

[ErUer Lady Caroline. She looks round anx- 
iously. Enter Oerald.] 



/ 
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LADT CABOUNB 

Mr. Arbuthnot, may I ask yon is Sir John 
anywhere on the terrace t 

GERALD 

No, Lady Caroline, he is not on the terrace. 

LADY CABOLINB 

It is very cnrions. It is time for him to re- 
tire. ' [Exit Lady Caroline.] 

GEBALD 

Dear mother, I am afraid I kept you waiting. 
I forgot all about it. I am so happy to-night, 
mother ; I have never been so happy. 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

At the prospect of going awayt 

GEBALD 

Don't put it like that, mother. Of course I 
am sorry to leave yon. Why, you are the best 
mother in the whole world. But after all, as 
Lord niingworth says, it is impossible to live in 
such a place as Wrockley. You don't mind it. 
But I'm ambitious; I want something more than 
that. I want to have a career. I want to do 
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something that will make you proud of me, and 
Lord niingworth is going to help me. He is 
going to do everything for me. 

MBS. ABBUTHMOT 

Gerald, don't go away with Lord Illingworth. 
I implore you not to. Gerald, I beg you ! 

GEBALD 

Mother, how changeable you are! You don't 
seem to know your own mind for a single mo- 
ment. An hour and a half ago in the Drawing- 
room you agreed to the whole thing; now yod 
turn round and make objections^ and try to 
force me to give up my one chance in life. Yes, 
my one chance. You don't suppose that men 
like Lord Illingworth are to be found every day, 
d6 you, mother! It is very strange that when 
I have had such a wonderful piece of good luck, 
the one person to put diflBlculties in my way 
should be my own miother. Besides, you know, 
mother^ I love Hester Worsley. Who could help 
loving her t I* love her more than I have ever 
told you, far more. And if I had a position, 
if I had prospects, I could— I could ask her to— 
Don't you understand now, mother, what it 
D&eans to me to be Lord Illingworth 's secretary t 
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To start like that is to find a career ready for 
one— before one— waiting for one. If I were 
Lord lUingworth's secretary I could ask Hester 
to be my wife. As a wretched bank clerk with 
a hundred a year it would be an iiapertinence. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I fear you need have no hopes of Miss Wors- 
ley. I know her views on life. She bias just told 
them to me. [A pause.] 

GEBALD 

4 • 

Then I have my ambition left, at any rate. 
That is something— I am glad I have that I You 
have always tried to crush my ambition, mother 
— haven *t you* Toii have told me that* the 
world is a wicked place, that success is not worth 
having, that society is shallow, and all that sort 

of thing— well, I don't believe it, mother. . I 

• • • I * 

think the world must be delightful. I think so- 
ciety must be exquisite. I think success is a 
thing worth having. Ton have been wrong in 
all that you taught me, mother, quite wrong. 
Lord niingworth is a successful man. He is a 
fashionable man. He is a man who lives in the 
^orld and for it. Well, I would give anything 
to be just likQ Lord niingworth* 
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HBS. ARBUTHNOT 

I would sooner see you dead. 

6IBALD 

Mother, what is your objection to Lord Illing- 
worth ! Tell me— tell me right out. What is it ! 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

He is a bad man. 

GSBALD 

In what way badf I don't understand what 
you mean. 

HBa ABBUTHNOT 

I will tell you. 

6EBALD 

I suppose you think him bad because he 
doesn't believe the same things as you do. Well, 
men are different from women, mother. It is 
natural that they should have different views. 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

It is not what Lord Ulingworth believes, or 
what he does not believe, that makes him bad« 
It is what he is. 
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GESLAJjD 

Mother, is it something you know of himt 
Something you actually knowt 

ilBS. ABBUTHNOT 

It is something I know. 

QEBALD 

Something you are quite sure oft 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Quite sure of. 

OEBALD 

■How long have you known itt 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

For twenty years. 

GEBALD 

Is it fair to go back twenty years in any 
man's career! And what have you or I to do 
with Lord Illingworth's early life! What busi- 
ness is it of ours T 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

What this man has been, he is now, and will 
be always. 
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* 

GERALD 

Mother, tell me what Lord niingworth didf 
If he did anything shamefnl, I will not go away 
with him. Surely yon know me well enongk for 
thatt 

HBS. ABBUTHKOT 

Gerdd, come near to me. Quite .close to me, 
as you used td do when you were a liftle bby, 
when you were. your mother's own boy. [Oer- 

• 

old sits down beside his mother.. She runs 
her fingers ' through his hair, and strokes his' 
hands,] Gerald, there* was a girl once, she was 
very young, she was a little over eighteen at the 
time. Gteorge Harford— that was Lord lUing- 
worth's name then— George Harford met her. 
She knew nothing about life. He— knew every- 
thing. He made this girl love him. He made 
her love him so muah that she left heir father's 
house with him one morning. She loved him* so 
much, and he had promised to marry her ! He 
had solemnly promised to marry her, and she 
had believed him. She was very young, and— and 
ignorant of what life really is. But he put the 
marriage off from week to week, and month to 
month.— She trusted in him all the while. She 
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loved him.— Before her chttd was bom— for she 
had a child— she implored him for the child's 
sake to marry her, that the child might have a 
name, that her sin might not be visited on th6 
child, who was innocent. He refused. After 
the child was bom she left him, taking the child 
away, and her life was rained, and her soul 
ruined, and all that was sweet, and good, and 
pure in her ruined 'also. 6he suffered terribly 
—she suffers now. She wilt always suffer. For 
her there is no joy, no peace, no atonement. 
,She is a woman who drags a chain like a guilty 
thing. She is a woman who wears a mask, like 
a thing that is a^ l^er. The fire cannot purify 
her. The Waters ca,nnot quehch her anguish: 
Nothing catf heal her ! no anodyne can give her 
sleep! no poppies forgetfulnesdl She ia lost! 
*She is a lost soul!— That is why I call Lord 
niingworth a bad man. That iij why I don't 
want my boy to be with him. 

GERALD 

My dear mother, it all sounds very tragic, of 
course. But I* dare say the girl was just as 
much to blame as Lord niingworth was.— After 
all, would a really nice girl, a girl with any 
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nice feelings at all, go away from her home with 
a man to whom she was not married, and live 
with him as his wife T No nice girl would. 

JCBS. ABBUTHKOT 

[After a patue.] Gerald, I withdraw all my 
objections. You are at liberty to go away with 
Lord Illingworth, when and where you choose. 

Dear mother, I knew you wouldn't stand in 
my way. You are the best woman God ever 
made. And, as for Lord Illingworth, I don't 
believe he is capable of anything infamous or 
base. I can't believe it of him— I can't. 



[Outside.] Let me go! Let me go! 

[Enter Hester in terror, and rushes aver to 
Gerald and flings herself in his arms.] 

Oh I save me— save me from him I 

OBBALD 

From whom? 
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He has insulted me I Horribly insulted me I 
Save me! 

aSRALD 

WhoT Who has dar^ T 

[Lord lUingtoorth enters at back of stage. 
B ester breaks from OeraWs arms and points to 
him.] 

GERALD [Be is quite beside himself with rage 
and indignation.] 

Lord lUingworth, yon have insulted the 
purest thing on God 's earth, a thing as pure as 
my own mother. You have insulted the woman 
I love most in the world with my own mother. 
As there is a God in heaven, I will kill you. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

[Rushing across and catching hold of him.] 
No ! no ! 

GERALD 

[Thrusting her back.] Don't hold me, 
motiier. Don't hold me— 111 kill him I 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

Gerald t 
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GBBALD 

]pet me go, I sayl 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

Stop, Gerald, stop I He is your own father I 
[Gerald dutcjies his ^mother *8 hand and looks 
into her face. She sinks slowly on the ground 
in shame. Hester steals towards the door. Lord 
lUingworth frowns and bites his lip. After a 
time Chrald raises his mother up, puts his arm 
around her, and leads her from the rooni.] 

Agt«Dbop. 






FOURTH ACT. 

ScEsm^ Sitting-room at Mrs. 'Arbuthnot^s. 

Large open French window at hack, looking on 

to garden. ^Doorg B.C. and L.C. 
[Oerald Arhuthnot writing at table.] 
[Enter AUce B.C. followed by Lady Hun- 

Stanton and Mrs. AUonby.] 

* 

ALICE 

Lady Hunstanton and Mrs. AUonby. 

* . • [ExitL.C.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Qood ipomingy Qerald. 

GEBALD 

[Bising.] Qood morning, Lady Qunstanton. 
Good moving, Mrs.* AUonby. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

[bating doum.] We came to inqnire for 
your dear mother, Gerald. I hope she is better? 

188 
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My mother has not come down yet, Lady 
Hunstanton. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Ah, I am afraid the heat was too much for 
her last. night. I think there must have been 
thunder in the air. Or perhaps it was the mu- 
sic. Music makes one feel so romantic— at least 

* 

it always gets on one's nerves. 

HBS. ALLONBY 

It's the same thing, now-a-days. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

I am SO glad I don't know what you mean^ 
dear. I am afraid you mean something wrong. 
Ah, I see you're examining Mrs. Arbuthnot's 
pretty room. Isn't it nice and old-fashioned t 

MBS. ALLONBY 

[Surveying the room through her lorgnette.] 
It looks quite the happy English home. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

That's just the word, dear; that just describes 
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it. One feds your mother's good influence in 
everything she has about her, Gerald. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

Lord lUingworth says that all influence is 
bady but that a good influence is the worst in 
the world. 

LADY 9UN8TAKT0N 

When Lord lUihgworth knows Mrs. Arbuth- 
not better, he will change his mind. I must cer- 
tainly bring him here. 

KBS. ALLONBY 

I should like to see Lord lUingworth in a 
happy English home. 

LADY HX7N8TAKTON 

It would do him a great deal of good, dear. 
Most women in London, now-a-days, seem to 
furnish their rooms with nothing but orchids, 
foreigners, and French novels. But here we 
have the *room of a sweet saint. Fresh natural 
flowers, books that don't shock one, pictures 
that one can look at without blushing. 

MBS. ALLONBT 

But I like blushing. 
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LADY HUNSTANTON 

Well, there is a good deal to be said for blush- 
ing, if one can do it at the proper moment. 
Poor dear Hunstanton used to tell me I didn't 
blush nearly often enough. But then he was so 
very particular. He wouldn't let me know any 
of his men friends, except those who were over 
seventy, like poor Lord Ashton: who- after- 
wards, by the way, was brought into the Divor(^e 
Court. A mQ3t unfortunate case. 

MBS. ALIiONBY 

I delight in men over seventy. They always 
offer one the devotion of a lifetime. I think 
seventy an ideal age for a Juan. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

She is quite incorrigible, Gerald, isn't she? 
By-the-by, Gerald, I hq)e your dear mother 
will come and see me more often now. YOu and 
Lord Illibgworth start almost immediately, 
don't youT 

■f 

GERALD 

I have given up my intention of being Lord 
niingworth's secretary. 
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LADY HX7NSTANT0N 

Surely not, Qerald ! It would be most unwiM 
of you. What reason can you have f 

GERALD 

I don't think I should be suitable for* the 
post. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

I wish Lord Illingworth would ask me to be 
his secretary. ^ But he says I am not serious 
enough. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear, you really mustn't talk like that in 
this house. Mrs*. Arbuthnot doesn't know any- 

* 

thing about the wicked society in which we all 
live. She won 't go into it. She is far too good. 
I consider it was a great honour her coming to 
me last' night. It gave quite an atmosphere of 
respectability to the party. 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Ah, that must have been what* you thought 
was thunder in the air. 

< 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

My dear, how can you say thatt There is no 
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resemblance between the two things at all. But 
really, Qerald, what do you mean by not being 
suitable T 

GEBALD 

Lord lUingworth's views of life and mine are 
too different. 

LADY HX7NSTAKT0N 

But, my dear Oerald, at your age you 
shouldn't have any views of life. They are 
quite out of place. You mus£ be guided by 
others in this matter. Lord Illingworth has 
made you the most flattering offer, and travel- 
ling with him you would see the world— as 
much of it, at least, as one should look at— 
under the best auspices possible, and stay with 
all the right people, which is so important at 
this solemn moment in your career. 

GEBALD 

I don't want to see the world; I've seen 
enough of it. 

MBS. ALLONBY 

I hope you don't think you have exhausted 
life, Mr. Arbuthnot. When a man says that 
one knows that life has exhausted him. 
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GEBALD 

I dbn't wish to leave my mother. 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

Now, Gteraldy that ia pure lazinesfl on your 
part. Not leave your mother ! If. I were your 
mother I would insist on your going. 

[Enter Alice L.C.] 

ALICE 

Mrs. Arbuthnot's compliments, my lady, but 
she has a bad headache, and cannot see any one 
this morning. [Exit B.C.] 

LADY HUNSTANTON 

[Bmng,] A bad headache! I am so sorry! 
Perhaps you 11 bring her up to Hunstanton this 
afternoon, if she is better, Qerald. 

GERALD 

I am afraid not this afternoon, Lady Hun* 
Stanton. 

LADT HUNSTANTON 

Well, to-morrow, then. Ah, if you had a 
father, Gerald, he wouldn't let you waste your 
life here. He would send you off with Lord 
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niingworth at once. But mothers are ao weak. 
They give up to their sons in everjrthing.^ We 
are all heart, all heart. Come dear, I must call 
at the rectory and inquire for Mrs. Daubeny, 
who, I tun afraid, is far from well.. It is won- 
derful liow the Archdeacon bears up, quite won- 
derful. He h the most sympathetic of hus- 
bands. Quite a model. Good-bye, Gerald, give 
my f onde;^ love to your mother. 

JCBS. ALLONBY 

<}ood-bye, Mr. Arbuthnot 

GERALD 

Ck)od-bye; 

[Exit Lady Hunstanton and Mrs. AUonby. 
Oerald sits dawn and reads over his Utter,] 

qiC KAT.n . 

What name can I sign T I, who have no right 
to any name. [Signs name, puts letter into en- 
velope, addresses it, and is about to seal it, when 
Door L.C. opens and Mrs. Arluthnot enters. 
Oerald lays down sealing-wax. Mother and son 
look at each other.] ' 
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LAPY HUNSTANTON 

I 

[Through French window at the hacjc.] Qood- 
bye again, Gerald. We .are taking the ^hort cut 
across your pretty garden. Now, remember my 
advice to you— staH at once with Lord IlliBg- 
worth. 

« 

MRS. ALLONBY 

Au revoir, Mr. Arbnthnoi. Mind yon bring 
' me back something nice from your travels- 
no]: an Indian shawl— on no account an Indian 
shaiwl. [Eo^ewni.] 

GERALD 

Mother, I have just written to him. 

MRS. ARBUTfiKOT 

To whomt 

GERALD 

* 

To my father. I have written to tell him to 
come here «t four o'clock this afternoon. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

He shall not come here. He shall not cross 
the threshold of my house. 
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GERALD 

He must come. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

(herald, if yon are going away with Lord 
Illingworthy go at once. Go before it kills me; 
but don't ask me to meet him. 

GEBALD 

Mother, you don't understand. Nothing in 
the world would induce me to go away with 
Lord niingworth, or to leave you. Surely you 
know me well enough for that. No ; I have writ- 
ten to him to say 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

What can you have to say to him f 

GEBALD 

Can't you guess, mother, what I have written 
in this letter? 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

No. 

GEBALD 

Mother, surely you can. Think, think what 
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must be done, now, at once, within the next few 
days. 

MBS. ASBUTHNOT 

There is nothing to be doife. 

GEBAIJ) 

I have written to Lord lUingworth to tell him 
that he must marry yon. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Marry met 

GEBALD 

Mother, I will f oree him to do it. The wrong 
that has been done yon must be repaired. 
Atonement must be made. Justice may be slow, 
mother, but it comes in the end. In a few days 
you shall be Lord lUingworth 's lawful wife. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

But, Gerald 

GEBALD 

I will insist upon his doing it. I will make 
him do it; he will not dare to refuse. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

But, Qerald; it is I who refuse. I will not 
marry Lord Illingworth. 
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OEBALD 

Not many himt Mother] 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

I will not maity him. 

GERALD 

But you don 't understand ; it is for your sake 
I am talking, not for mine. This marriage, this 
necessary marriage, this marriage, that, for ob- 
vious reasons, must inevitably take place, will 
not help me, will not give me a name that will 
be really, rightly mine to bear. But surely 
it will be something for you, that you, my 
mother, should, however late, become the wife 
of the man who is. my father. WiR not that be 
eomethingt 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I will not marry him. 

GERALD 

Mother, you must. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I will not. You talk of atonement for a 
wrong done. What atonement tan be made to 
mef There is no atonement possible. I am 



I I 
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disgraced : he is not. That is alL It is the usual 

history of a man* and a woman as it usually hap- 

•* 

pens, as it always happens.* And the ending is i 

the ordinary ending. The woman i^uffecs. The \ 

* 

man goes free. * 

• * 

0EBALD 

I don't know if that is the. ordinary ending, 
mother : I hope it is not. But your life, at any 
rate, shall not end like tkat. The man shall 
make whatever reparation is possible. Ji is not 
enough. It does not wipe out the past,* I know, i 
that. But at lea^rt it makes the future *]l)etter, \ - 
better for you, mother. 

KBS. ARBUTHNOT 

I refuse to marry Lord IllingwprtlL 

GERALD 

If he came to you* himself and asked you to 
be his wife you would give tum a different an- 
swer. . Bemember, he is my«father. 

KBS. ARBUTHNOT 

If he came, himself, which he will not do, my 
answer would be the same. Bemember I am 
your mother. 
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GERALD 

Mother, you make it terribly difScult for me 
by talking like that, and I can't understand 
why you won't look at this matter from the 
right, from the only proper standpoint. It is 
to take away the bitterness out of your life, to 
take away the shadow that lies on your name, 
that this marriage must take place. There is 
no alternative : and after the marriage you and 
I can go away together. But the marriage must 
take place first. It is a duty that you owe, not 
merely to yourself, but to all other women- 
yes: to all the other women in the world, lest he 
betray more. 

KBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I owe nothing to other women. There is not 
one of them to help me. There is not one woman 
in the world to whom I could go for pity, if 
I would take it, or for sympathy, if I could 
win it. Women are hard on each other. That 
girl, last night, good though she is, fled from 
the room as though I were a tainted thing. She 
was right. I am a tainted thing. But my 
wrongs are my own, and I will bear them alone. 
I must bear them alone. What have women who 
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* 

have not sinned to do with me, or I with them t 
We do not understand each other. 
[Enter Hester behind:] 

CIKRAliD 

I implore you to do what I ask you. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

What son has ever asked of his mother to 
make so hideous a sacrifice t None. 

GEBALD 

What mother has ever refused to marry the 
father of her own child T None. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Let me be the first, then. I will not do it. 

OEBALD 

Mother, you believe in religion, and you 
brought me up to believe in it also. Well, surely 
your religion, the religion that you taught me 
when I was a boy, mother, must tell you that 1 
am right. You know it, you feel it. . 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I do not know it. I do not feel it| nor will I 
ever stand before Ood's altar and ask God's 
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blessing on so hidebns a itiockery as a marriage 
between me and George Harford. I will not say 
the words the Church bids ns to say. I will not 
say them. I dare not. How could I swear tq 
love the man I loathe, to honour him who 
wrought you dishonour, to obey him who, in his 
mastery, made me to sin T No; marriage is a 
sacrament for those who love each other. It is 
not for such as him, or such as me. Gerald, to 
save you from the world's sneers and taunts I 
have lied to the world. For twenty years I 
have lied to the world. I could not tell the 
world the tfuth. Who can, evert But not for 
my own sake will I lie to God, and in God's 
presence. No, Gerald, no ceremony, Church- 
hallowed or State-made, shall ever bind me to 
George Harford. It may be that I am too bound 
to him already, who, robbing me, yet left me 
richer, so that in the mire of my life, I found 
the pearl of price, or what I thought would be 

80. 
OEBAIiD 

. I don 't understand you now. 

MBS. ARBUTHNOT 

Men d6n't understand what mothers are. I 
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am no different from other women except in the 
wxong dpne 'me and the wrong I did, and my 
very heavy punishments and great disgrace. 
And yet, to bear you I had to look on deat]i. To ' 
nurture you I had to wrestle with it. Death 
fought with me for you. .'All women have to 
fight with death to keep their children. Death, 
being childless, wants our children froin us. 
Qerald, wl^en you were naked I clothed you, 
when you were hungry I gave you food. Night 
and day all that long winter I tended you. No . 
office is too mean, no care too lowly for the thing 
we women love— and oh ! how / loved you. Not 
Hannah ^amuel more. And you needed love, 
for you were weakly, and only love could have 
kept you alive. Orily loye can keep any one 
alive. And boys are careless often and withQut 
thinking give* pain, and we always fancy that 
when they come to man's estate and know us 
better, they will repay us. But it is not so. 
The world draws them from our side, and they 
make friends with whom they are happier than . 
they are witji us, and have amusements from 
which we. are barred, and interensts that are not 
ours: and they are unjust to us .often, for when 
they fihd life bitter they blame us for it, and 






156 THE WRITINGS OP OSCAR WILDE. 

when they find it sweet we do not taste its 
sweetness with them. . . . Ton made many 
friends and went into their houses and were 
glad with them, and I, knowing my secret, did 
not dare to follow, but stayed at )iome and 
closed the door, shut out the sun and sat in 
darkness. What should I have done in hon- 
est households! My past was ever with me. 
. . . And you thought I didn't care for the 
pleasant things of life. I tell you I longed for 
them, but did not dare to touch them, feeling I 
had no right. You thought I was happier 
working amongst the poor. That was my mis- 
sion, you imagined. It was not, but where else 
was I to got The sick do not ask if the hand 
that smooths their pillow is pure, nor the dying 
care if the lips that touch their brow have known 
the kiss of sin. It was you I thought of all the 
time ; I gave to them the love you did not need : 
lavished on them a love that was not theirs. . . . 
And you thought I spent too much of my time 
going to Church, and in Church duties. But 
where else could I turn? God's house is the 
only house where sinners are made welcome, 
and you were always in my heart, Oerald, too 
much in my heart. For, though day after day, 



/ 
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at mom or evensong, I have knelt in Ood's 
house, I have never repented of my sin. How 
could I repent of my sin when you, my love, 
were its fruit ! Even now that you are bitter to 
me I cannot repent. I do not. You are more 
to me than innocence. I would rather be your 
mother—oh! much rather I—than have been al- 
ways pure. . . . Oh, don't you sect don't 
you understand! It is my dishonour that has 
made you so dear to me. It is my dL^aee that 
has bound you so closely to me. It is the price 
I paid for you— the price of soul and body- 
that makes me love you as I do. Oh, don't ask 
me to do this horrible thing. Child of my shame, 
be still the child of my shame! 

Mother, I didn't know you loved me so much 
as that. And I will be a better son to you than 
I have been. And you and I must never leave 
each other . . . but, mother ... I can 't 
help it . . . you must become my father's 
wife. You must marry him. It is your duty. 



[Running forward and embracing Mrs. Ar^ 
buthnot] No, no; you shall not That would 
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be Y'eal dishonour, the first you have ever knowli. 
That would be re^l disgrace: the first to touch 
you. Leave him and come with me. There are 
bther countries than. England. . . . Oh! 
other countries over sea, better, wiser, and less 
unjust lands. The world is very wide and very 

••big.. 

* 

* • 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

r . '• Ko, not for m^. For me the world is shriv- 
*' yied to a palm^s breadth, and where I walk 
there are thorns. 

HE^^TER 

Jt shall not be so. . We. shall somewhere find 
green valleys arid fresh waters, and if we weep, 

• well, we sh^U weep together. Have we not both 

loved him t ' 

* 

CfERALD 

Hest«r! 

HESTER 

[Waving him hack.] Don% don't! Tou 
cannot love me ^t k\\» unless you love her also. 
You* cannot honour mej "onless shp's holier to 
you. In her ^11 Womanhood is martjrred. Not 
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« 

she alone^ but all of us are stricken in her 
house. 



GERALD 



. / 



Hester, Hester, what shall I dot 

HESTER 

Do you respect the man who is your father! 

GEICALD . 

Respect himt I despise, him I He. is in- 
famous! 

HESTER 

I thank you for saving me from him . last 
night. . 

GERALD 

Ah, that is nothing. I would die to save you. 
But you don't tell me what to do nowl. • 

HESTER 

Have I not thanked you for saving met 

* 

* 

GERALb 

But what should I dot 

HESTER 

Ask your own heart, not mine. I never had 
a mother to save, or shame. 
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other! Don't tell me that. mother, you are 

* 

cniel. lOets up and flings himself sobbing on 
\ a.sofa.l 

MBS. ABBPTHNOT 

[To Hester.] But has he found indeed an- 
other lovef . 

HSSTEB 

* 

You know I have loved him always. 

* 

KBS. ABBUTHNOT 

But we are. very poor; 

HESTBB 

Who, being loved, is poor! Oh, no one. I 
hate my riches. They are a burden. Let him 
share it with me. 

KBS. ABBUTHKOT 

But we are disgraced. We rank among the 
outcasts. Qerald is nameless. The sins of the * 
parents should be visited on the children. It is 
Qod*s lav. 



I was wrong. Gtod's law is only Love. 
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lOS. AKBUTXNOT 

[Bises, mnd taking Hester by the hand, goes 
slowly over to where Oerald is lying on the sofa 
with his head buried in his hands. She touches 
him and he looks up.] Gerald, I cannot give 
you a f ather, but I have brought yon a vrif e. 

CfEBALD 

Mother, I am not worthy either of her or you. 

KBS. ABBUTHNOT 

So she comes first, you are worthy. And 
when you are away, Gerald • . . with . . . 
her-— oh, think of me sometimes. Don't forget 
me. And when you pray, pray for me. We 
should pray when we are happiest, and you will 
be happy, Gerald. 

HBSTEB 

Oh, you don't think of leaving ust 

GERALD 

Mother, you won't leave ust 

MRS. ARBUTHKOT 

I might bring shanle upon you ! 
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•EBALD 

Mother t 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

For a little then : and if you let me, near you 
always. 

HE8TBB 

[To Mrs. Arbuthnot] Come out with us to 
the garden. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Later on, later on. 

[Exeunt Hester and Chrdld.] 

[Mrs. Arbuthnot goes toward door L.C. Stops 
at looking-glass over mantelpiece and looks into 
it. I 

[Enter Alice B.C.] 

AUGB 

A gentleman to see you, ma'am. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Say I am not at home. Show me the card. 
[Takes card from salver and looks at it.] Say 
I will not see him. 

[Lord HUngworth enters. Mrs. Arbuthnot 
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t 

sees him in the gldss and starts, hut does not 
turn round. Exit AUce.] 

What can you have to say to me to-day, 
George Harford^ You can have nothing to say 
to* me. You must leave this house.* 

LORD HiUNOWOBTH 

Rachel, (ierald kpows everything about you 
and me now^ so some arrangement must be come 
to that win suit us all three. I assure you, he 
will find in me the most champing ^and generous 

ot fathers. 

t * 

• ( 

MRS. ABBUTHNOf 

My son may come, in at any 'moment.- I 
saved you last night. I may, hot be able to save 
you again. My i^ feels my dishonour strongly, 
terribly strongly. . I beg you to go. 

LORD IXJilNQWOBTH 

[Sitting down.] Last rfight was excessively 
unfortunate. That silly Puritan girl making a 
scene merely because I wanted to ^qa her. What 
harm is there in a kissT • 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

[Turning round.] A kiss may ruin a human 
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life, George Harford. / know that. / know 

« 

that too well. 

* » 

LORD UlilNOWOBTH 

We won't discuss that at present. What is 
of importance to-day, as yesterday, is still our 
son. I am extremely fond of him, as you know, 
and odd thdugh it may seem to you, I admired 
his conduct last night immensely. He took up 
the cudgels for that pretty prude with wonder- 
ful promptitude. He is ju$t what I should have 
liked a son of mine to be. Except that no son 
of mine should ever take the side of the Puri- • 
tans: that is always an error. Now, what I • 
propose is thisi 

■ 

HBS. ASBUTHNOT 

Lord Illingworth, no proposition of yours in- 
terests me. 

LORD n^LINGWOBTH 

According to our ridiculous English laws, I 
can't legitimise Gerald. But I can leave him 
my property. Illingworth is entailed, of course, 
but it is. a tedious barrack of a place. He can 
Have Ashby, which is much prettier, Harbor- 
oiigh, which has the best shooting in the north 
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of England, and the house in St. James Square. 
What more can a gentloman desire in this 
world t 

KBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Nothing more, I am quite sure. ' 

IX)BD njJNGWOBTH 

As for a title, a title is really rather a nuis- 
ance in these democratic days. As Qeorge Har- 
ford I had everything I wanted. Now I have 
merely everything that other people want, which 
isn't nearly so pleasant. Well, my proposal is 
this. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I told you I was not interested, and I beg 
you to go. 

LOBD ILUNGWOBTH 

The boy is to be witii you for six months in 
the year, and with me for the other six. That 
is perfectly fair, is it not t You can have what- 
ever allowance you like, and live where you 
choose. As for your past, no one knows any- 
thing about it except myself and Gerald. Therp 

t 

is the Puritan, of course, the Puritan in white 
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mnslm, bat she doesn't ootuit She coulda't 
tell the story without explaining that she oV 
jected to being kissed, could sheT And all the 
women would think her a fool and the men 
think her a bore. And you need not be afraid 
that Gerald won't be my heir. I needn^ tell 
you I have not the slightest intention of marry- 
ing. 

MBS. ABBUTHKOT 

You come too late. My son has no need of 
you. Tou are not necessary. 

LOBD nililNGWGBTH 

What do you mean, Rachel t 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

That you are not necessary to Qerald's ca- 
reer. He does not require you. 

LOBD n^LIKOWOBTH 

I do not understand you. 

HBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Look into the garden. [Lord HUngworth 
rises and goes towards window.] You had 
better not let them see you : you bring unpleas- 
ant memories. [Lord Illingworth looks out and 
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• I 

starts'.] She loves him. They love each other. 
We a^ safe from you, and we are going awi^. 

LCttD I^LINOWOBTH • ^ 

Where! 

■ 

MBS. *ABBUTHKOT *. . 

We will not tell you, and if you find us we 

will liot know you. You seem surprised. What 

'welcpme would you get from the girl whose, l^ps 

you tried to soil, from th^ boy whose life you 

• liave shamed, from the mother Whose dishonour 

ioomes from you. 

LORD ILLINGWOBTH 

You have grown hard, BaobeL 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

I was too weak once. ' It is well for me that I 
have changed. 

LORD HiLINOWOBTH 

I was very young at the time. We men know 
life too early. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

And we women know life too late. That is the 
difference between men and women. [A pause.X 
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I43BD HJJKOWOBTH 

Bachel, I want my son. My money may be of 

no. nse'^to mm now.* I may be of no use to him, 

but I want my $)n. Bring \is together, Itaehel. 

You can do it if you choose. . \8ee8 letter dn 

'table.] 

MBS. ABBTTTHNOT 

I 

I 

There is no room in my boy's life for you. 

* 

He is not interested in you. 

LOBD ILUNGW6bTH 

Then why does he write to met 

* 

MBS. ABfiUTHNOT 

What do you mean? 

LOBD UiLINGWOBTH 

What letter is thisf [Takes up letter.\ 

MB8. ABBUTHNOT 

That— is nothing. Give it to me. 

LOBD UjLINGWOBTH 

. It is addressed to me. 

¥BS. ABBUTHNQT 

You are not to open it. -I forbid yoti to open 
it. • . • 
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l/yVD ILLINGWQBTH 

And in Gerald's handwriting. 

IfBS. abbuthnot 

It was not to have been sent. It is a letter be 
wrote to you this morning before he saw me. 
But he is sorry now he wrote it, very sorry. Tou 
are not to open it. Give it to me.- 

LORD njUNOWOBTH 

It belongs to me. [Opens it, sits down and 
reads it slowly. Mrs, Arhuthnot watches him 
all the time.] You have read this letter, I sup- 
pose, Rachel t 

1CB8. ABBUTHNOT 

No. 

LOBD UjLINGWOBTH 

You know what is in it? 

1CB8. ABBUTHNOT 

YesI 

LORD ILLINOWOBTH 

I don't admit for a moment that the boy is 
right in what he says. I don't admit it is any 
duty of mine to marry you. I deny it entirely. 
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But to get my son back I am ready— yes, I am 
ready to marry you, Bachel — and to treat you 
always with the deference and respect due to 
my wife. I will marry you as soon as you 
choose. I give you my word of honour. 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

You made that promise to me once before and 
broke it. 

LORD nililNGWOBTH 

I will keep it now. And that will show you 
that I love my son, at least as much as you love 
him. For when I marry you, Bachel, there are 
some ambitions I shall have to surrender. High 
ambitions too, if any ambition is high. 

HRS. ABBUTHNOT 

I decline to marry you, Lord Illingworth. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH 

Are you serious t 

MRS. ABBUTHNOT 

Yes. 

LORD ILLINQWOBTH 

Do tell me your reasons. They would interest 
me enormously. 
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MBS. ASSBUTENOT 

I have already explained them to my son. 

« 

LORD HjLINGWOBTH 

• 

I suppose they were intensely sentimental, 
weren't theyt You women live by your emo- 
tions and for them. You have no philosophy of 
life. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Yon are right. We women live by our emo- 
tions and for them. By pur passions, and for 
them, if you will. I have two passions, Lord 
lUingworth: my love of him*, my hate of you. 
You cannot kill those. They feed each other. 

LOBD HiLINOWORTH * 

4 

What sort of love is that which heeds to have 
hate as its brother t 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

It is the sort of love I have for (Jerald. Do 
yon think that terrible? Well, it is terrible. 
All love is terrible. All love is a tragedy. I 
loved you once, Lord Illingworth. Oh, what a 
tragedy for a woman to have loved you 1 
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LORD ILUNGWOBTH 

, So you really refuse to marry met • 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT . 

Yes. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

Because you hate me ? 

MBS. iBBUTHNOT 

Yes. 

LOBD njJNQWOBTH 

And does my son liate me as you dot 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT - 

No. 

LOBD nj^P^OWOBTH 

I am glad of that, BaeheL 

* 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

He merely despises you. 

LOBD ILLINGWOBTH 

What a pity ! What a pity for him, I mean. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

Don't be deceived, Qeorge. Children begin 
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by loving their parents. After a time they 
judge them. Rarely if ever do they foj^ve 
them. 

LOBD ILLINGWORTH 

[Reads letter over again, very slowly.] May 
I ask by what arguments you made the boy who 
wrote this letter, this beautiful, passionate letter, 
believe that you should not marry his father, 
the father of your own child. 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

It was not I who made him see it. It was 
another. 

LOBD UlilNQWOBTH 

What finrde-siicle person t 

r 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

The Puritan, Lord Illingworth. [A pause.] 

LOBD UiUNOWOBTH 

[Winces, then rises slowly and goes over to 
table wher^ his hat and gloves are. Mrs, Ar- 
huthnot is standing close to the table. He picks 
up one of the gloves and begins putting it on,] 
There is not much then for me to do here, 
Rachel t 
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UB8. AKBUTHNOT 

Nothing. 

LOBD ILLmaWOBTH 

It is good-bye, is itt 

MBS. ABBUT^^^ 

For ever, I hope, this time, Lord lUingworth. 

LOBD HiUNQWOBTH 

* 

Qow curious! At this moment you look 
exactly as you looked the night you left me 
twenty years ago. You have just the same 
expression in your mouth. Upon my word, 
Rachel, no woman ever loved me as you did. 
Why, you gave yourself to me like a flower, to 
do anything I liked with. You were the pretti- 
est of playthings, the most fascinating of small 
romances. . . . [PuUs out watch.] Quar- 
ter to two ! Must be strolling back to Hunstan- 
ton. Don't suppose I shall see you there again. 
I'm sorry, I am, really. It's been an amusing 
experience to have met amongst people of one's 
own rank, and treated quite seriously too, one's 
mistress and one's 

[Mrs. Arhuthnot snatches up glove and strikes 
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I 

Lord lUingworth across the face wUh it. Lord ^ 
IlUngworth starts. He is dazed hy the insult of 
his punishment. Then ka controls himself, and 
goes to window and looks out at his son. Sighs, 
and leaves the room.] , 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT ^^ 

[fMIs sobbing on the ^ofa.] He would have 
said it He would have said it. 

[Enter Oeralci and Hester from the garden.] 

GEBALD 

.Well, dear mother. You never came out after 
air. So we have come in to fetch you. Mother, 
you have not been crying! [Kneels down be^ 
side her.] 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT * 

My boy! My boy! My boy! [Runninig her 
fingers throtigh his hair.] • 

Hl&TEB 

[Coming over.] But you have two diild^en 
now. YouTl let me be your daughter? 

MBS. ABBUTHNOT 

[Looking up.] Would you choose me for a 
mother T 



1 
* 
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t 

HESTER 

» 

You of all women I have ever known. 

* [Thejf move towards , the door leading into 
garden with their arms round' each other's 
waists. Oetald goes to table L.C. for his hat. 
On turning round he sees Lord lUingworth's 
glove lying on the floor, and picks it up.] 

* GERALD 

* . 

Hallo, mothefy whose glave is thist You have 
had a visitor. . Who was it t 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT 

[Turning round.] Oh! no one. No one in 
particular.* A man of no importance. 
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PmST ACT. 

Scene— TAe octagon room at Sir Robert ChU" 
tern's house in Orosvenor Square. 

[The' room is hriUiantly lighted and fuU of 
guests. • 4^ ^h^ ^^fi of the staircase stands Lady 
ChUtem, a woman of grave Oreek beauty, abQ^t 
twenty-seven years Of age. She receives the 
guests as they come up. Over the well of the 
staircase hangs a great chandelier with wax 
lights, which illumine a large eighteenth-cen- 
tury French tapestry*— representing the Tri- 
umph of Love, from a design by Bou^^her—that 
is jstretched on the staircase wall. On the right 
is the entrance to the music-room. The sound 
of a string quartette is faintly heard. The en- 
trance on the left leads to other reception- 
rooms. Mrs. Marchmont and Lady Basildon, 
two very pretty women, are seated together on 
a Louis Seize sofa. They are types of exquisite 

186 



« ''I 

sec f' 



186 THE WRITINGS OP OSCAE WILDE. 

fragility. Their affectation of manner lias a del- 
icate charm. Watteau would have loved to 
paint them.] 

MBS. HABCHHONT ^.* 7 

Going on to the Hartlocks' to-night, HWaii 

LADT BASnjDON 

I suppose SO. Are youf 

HBS. HABCHHONT 

Yes. Horribly tedious parties they give, 
don't theyt 

LADY BASILDON 

Horribly tedious I Never know why I go. 
Never know why I go anywhere. 

HBS. HABCHMONT 

I come here to be educated. 

LADY BASHiDON 

Ah 1 I hate being educated. 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

So do I. It puts one ahnost on a level with 
the commercial classes, doesn't itt But dear 
(Gertrude Chiltem is always telling me that I 
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ahonld have- some serioos purpose is life. So I 
eome here to try to find one. 

LIDT BASILDON 

[Looking round through her lorgnette.] I 
don't see anybody here to-night whom one 
coald possibly call a Berioos purpose. The man 
who took me in to dinner talked to me about bis 
wife the whole time. 

UBS. UABCHUONT 

How very triTial of faimi 

LADT BASILDON 

Terribly triTial I What did your man talk 
about t 

XBS. MABCHHONT 

Abont myself. 

LADT BASILDON 

[Languidly.] And were yon interestedt 

UBS. IIABCHHONT 

[Shaking her head.] Not in the smallest de- 



we are, dear Mai^piretl 
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MBS. MABCHMOXT 

[Rising.] And how well it becomes us, 
Olivia! 

[They rise and go towards the music-room. 

* 

The Vicomte de Nanjac, a young attache known 
for his neckties and his Anglomania, ap- 
preaches with a low bow, and enters into con- 
versation.] 

MASON 

[Announciiig guests from the top of the stair- 
case.] Mr. and Lady Jane Barford. Lord 
Caversham. 

[Enter Lord Caversham, an old gentleman of 
seventy, wearing the riband and star of the 
Garter. A fine Whig type. Bather like a por- 
trait by Lawfsence.] 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Good evening, Lady Ghiltern! Has my 
good-for-nothing youiig son been heref 

LADY GHILTERN 

[Smiling.] I don't think Lord Goring has 
arrived yet. 

MABEL CHniTBRN 

1 

[Coming up to Lord Caversham.] Why do 
you call Lord Goring good-f or-nothing f 
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[Mahel Chiltern is a perfect example of the 
English type' of prettiness, the apple-hlossom 
type.- She has M the fragrance and* freedom 
of a flower. There is ripple after ripple of sun- 
light in her hair, apd the little mouth, with it^ 
parted lips, is expectant, like the mouth of a 
child. She has the fascinating tyranny^ of 
youth, and the astonishing courage of inno- 
cence. To sane people she is not reminiscent 
of any work of art. But she is reaUy like a 
Tanagra statuette, and would be rather annoyed 

ft 

if she were told so.] 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

Because he leads such an idle life. 

HABEL GHUjTERN 

» 

How can you say such a thing t Why, he 
rides in the Row at ten o'clock in the morning, 
goes to the Opera three times a week, changes 
his clothes at least five times a day, .and dines 
out every night of the season. You don't call 
that leading an idle life, do you 1 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

[Looking at her unth a kindly tunnkle in his 
eyes.] You are a very charming young lady! 
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MABEL CHILTEBN 

How sweet of you to say that, Lord Caver- 
sham. Do come to us more often. You know 
we are always at home on Wednesdays, and you 
look so well with your start 

LORD CAVEBSHAH 

Never go anywhere now. Sick of London 
Society. Shouldn't mind being introduced to 
my own tailor; he always votes on the right 
side. But object strongly to being sent down 
to dinner with my wife's milliner. Never could 
stand Lady Caversham's bonnets I 

LADY CHn/TERN 

Oh, I love London Society I I think it has 
immensely improved. It is entirely composed 
now of beautiful idiots and brilliant lunatics. 
Just what Society should be. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

Hum! Which isGtoringf Beautiful idiot, 
or the other thing t 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

[Oravely.] I have been obliged for the 
present to put' Lord Gk)ring into a class quite 
by himself. But he is developing charmingly. 



» 
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LORD CAVERSHAH 

Into whatt 

HABEL CHILTEBN 

[With a Utile curtsey.] I hope to let you 
know very soon. Lord Caveraham! 

MASON 

[Annauncmg gvssts.] Lady Markby. Mrs. 
Cheveley. 

[Enter Lady Markby and Mrs. Cheveley. 
Lady Markby is a pleasant, kindly, popular 
woman, with gray hair i la marquise and good 
lace. Mrs. Cheveley, who accompanies her, is 
loU and rather slight. Lips very thin and 
highly coloured, a line of scarlet on a paUid 
face. Venetian red hair, aquiUne nose, and 
long throat. Rouge accentuates the natural 
paleness of her complexion. Cfray-grsen eyes 
that move restlessly. She is in heliotrope, unth 
diamonds. She looks rather like an orchid, and 
makes great demands on one's curiosity. A 
work of art, on the whole, but showing the in^ 
fluence of too many schools.] 

IjAdy markby 

QooA evening, dear Gertrade! So kind of 
yon to let me bring my friend, Mrs. Cheveley. 
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Two such charming women should know each 
other ! 

LADY CHnitEBN 

[Advances towards Mrs. Che'^^l^y witK a 

sweet smile. 'Then suddenly stops, and hows 

rather distantly.] I think Mrs. Cheveley and 

I have met before. I did not know she had 

married a second time. 

* 

LADT MABEBT 

[OeniaUy.] Ah, nowadays people marry as 
often as they can, don't theyt It is most fash- 
ionable. [To Duchess of Maryborough.] 
Dear Duchess, and how is* the Duket BraiD 
still weak, I supifose t Well, that is only to be 
ezpecte4, i£l it nott His ^ood father was just 
the same., Ther^ is nothing like race, is there f * 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Playing with her fa/n.] But have we really 
met before, Lady Chiltemt I can't remember 
where. I have been out of England for so 
long. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

^e were at school together, Mrs. Cheveley. * 



/ 
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MBS. CHEVELEY 

[SupercUumsly.] Indeed t I have forgotten 
all about my schooldays. I have a vague im* 
pression that they were detestable. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Coldly.] I am not surprised I 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[In her sweetest manner.] Do you know, I 
am quite looking forward to meeting your clever 
husband, Lady Ghiltem. Since he has been at 
the Foreign OfSce, he has been so much talked 
of in Vienna. They actually succeed in spell- 
ing his name right in the newspapers. That in 
itself is fame, on the continent. 

LADY CHniTEBN 

I hardly think there will be much in common 
between you and my husband, Mrs. Gheveley. 
[Moves away.] 

VICOMTE DE NANJAO 

Ah I ch^se Madame, quelle surprise I I have 
not seen you since Berlin 1 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Not since Berlin, Vicomte. Five years ago! 
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yiCX)MTB DiB NANJAO 

And you are younger and more beautiful 
than ever. How do you manage it? 

MBS. CHEVELET 

By making it a rule only to talk to perfectly 
charming people like yourself. 

VICOMTE DB NANJAC 

Ah ! you flatter me. You butter me, as they 
say here. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Do they say that heret How dreadful of 
them! 

VICOMTB DE NANJAO 

Yes, they have a wonderful language. It 
should be more widely known. 

[Sir Robert Chiltern enters. A man of forty, 
hut looking somewhat younger. Clean-shaven, 
with finely-cut features, dark-haired and dark* 
eyed. A personality of mark. Not popular^ 
few personalities are. But intens^y admired 
by the few, and deeply respected by the nurny. 
The note of his manner that of perfect distinc- 
tion, with a slight touch of pride. One feels 
that he is conscious of the success he has made 
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in life. A nervous temperament, mth a tired 
look. The firmly-chiselled mouth and chin 
contrast strikingly unth the romantic expression 
in the deep-set eyes. The variance is suggestive 
of an almost complete separation of passion and 
intellect, as though thought and emotion were 
each isolated in its own sphere through some 
violence of will-power. There is nervousness in 
the nostrils, and in the pale, thin, pointed hands. 
It would he inaccurate to call him picturesque. 
Picturesqueness cannot survive the House of 
Commons. But Vandyck would have liked to 
have painted his head.] 

Sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

Grood evening, Lady Markby! I Iiope you 
have brought Sir John with you? 

LADT MARKBT 

Oh! I have brought a much more charming 
person than Sir John. Sir John's temper since 
he has taken seriously to politics has become 
quite unbearable. Really, now that the House 
of Commons is l^rying to become useful, it does 
a great deal of harm. 

8IR ROBERT CHILTERN 

I hope not, Lady Markby. At any rate we 
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do our best to waste the public time, don't we? 
But who is this charming person you have been 
kind enough to bring to us ? 

LADY MABKBT 

Her name is Mrs. Cheveley ! One of the Dor- 
setshire Cheveleys, I suppose. But I really 
don't know. Families are so mixed nowadays. 
Indeed, as a rule, everybody turns out to be 
somebody else. 

Sm ROBEBT CHILTEBN 

Mrs. Cheveley t I seem to know the name. 

LADY MABKBY 

She has just arrived from Vienna. 

BSR ROBERT CHILTERN 

Ah! yes. I think I know whom you mean. 

LADY MABKBY 

Oh! she goes everywhere there, and has such 
pleasant scandals about all her friends. I really 
must go to Vienna next winter. I hope there 
is a good chef at the Embassy^ 

SIB BOBEBT CHH/TEBN 

If there is not, the Ambassador will certainly 
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have to be recalled. Pray point out Mrs. 
Gheveley to me. I should like to see her. 

LADY HABKBY 

Let me introduce you. [To Mrs. Cheveley.] 
My dear, Sir Robert is dying to know you. 

SIB BOBERT CHH^TEBN 

[Botoing,] Everyone is dying to know the 
brilliant Mrs. Cheveley. Our attaches at 
Vienna write to us about nothing else. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Thank you, Sir Robert. An acquaintance 
that begins with a compliment is sure to develop 
into a real friendship. It starts in the right 
manner. And I find that I know Lady Chil- 
tem already. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Really f 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Yes. She has just reminded me that we were 
at school together. I remember it perfectly 
now. She always got the good conduct prize. 
I have a distinct recollection of Lady Chiltern 
always getting the good conduct prize! 
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t 

MBS. CHEVELET 

Science can never grapple with the irrational. ^ 

That is why it has no future before it, in this 
world. 

Sm ROBEBT CHnjTEBN 

And women represent the irrational. | 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Well-dressed women da 

SIB BOBEBT CHUjTEBN { 

[With a polite bow.] I fear I could hardly 
agree with you there. But do sit down. And 
now tell me, what makes you leave your brilliant 
Vienna for our bloomy London— or perhaps the 
question is indiscreet? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Questions are never indiscreet. Answers 
sometimes are. 

sm BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Well, at any rate, may I know if it is politics 
or pleasure? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Politics are my only pleasure. You see now- 
adays it is not fashionable to flirt till one is 
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forty, or to be romantic till one is forty-five, so 
we poor women who are under thirty, or say we 
are, have nothing open to us but politics or 
philanthropy. And philanthropy seems to me 
to have become simply the refuge of people who 
wish to annoy their fellow-creatures. I prefer 
politics. I think they are more . . . becoming ! 

SIB BOBSBT CHILTEBN 

A political life is a noble career ! 

MBS. CHEVBLET 

Sometimes. And sometimes it is a clever 
game, Sir Robert. And sometimes it is a great 
nuisance. 

Sm BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Which do you find itt 

MBS. OHEVSLEY 

It A combination of all three. [Drops her 
fan.] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Picks up fan.] Allow me I 

MBS. CHEVELBY 

Thanks. 
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SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

But yon hav^ not told me yet what makes you 
honour London so suddenly. Our season is 
almost over. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Oh! I don't care about the London season! 
It is too matrimonial. People are either hunt- 
ing for husbandp, or hiding from them. I 
wanted to meet you. It is quite true. You 
know what a woman's curiosity is. Almost as 
great as a man's! I wanted immensely to meet 
you, and . . ; to ask you to do something for 
me. 

SIR ROBERT CHH/TERN 

I hope it is not a little thing, Mrs. Cheveley. 
I find that little things are so very difScult 
to do. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

[After a moment's reflection.] No, I*don't 
think it is quite a little thing. 

SIR ROBERT CfilLTERN 

I am SO glad. Do tell me what it is. 
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MRS. CHEVELEY 

.Later on. [Rises.] And now may I walk 
through your beautiful house? I hear your 
pictures are charming. Poor Baron Amheim— 
you remember the Baron?— used to tell me you 
had some wonderful Corots. 

SIB BOBEBT CHKiTEBN 

[With an almost imperceptible start.] Did 
you know Baron Amheim well? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Smiling.] Intimately. Did yout 

Sm BOBEBT CHH/FEBN 

At one time. 

, MBS. CHEVELEY 

Wonderful man, wasn't het 

sm BOBEBT CHHiTEBN 

[After a pause.] He was very remarkable, 
in many ways. 

MRS. CHEVEIjEY 

I often think it such a pity he never wrote 
his memoirs. They would h^ve been most in- 
teresting. 
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8IB ROBERT CHILTERN 

Yes: lie knew men and cities well, like the 
old Greek. 

HRS. CHEVELEY 

Without the dreadful disadvantage of hav- 
ing a Penelope waiting at home for him. 

KASOK 

Lord Goring. 

[Enter Lord Ooring. Thirty-four, but 
always says he is younger, A welUbred, ex- 
pressionless face. He is dever, but would not 
like to be thought so. A flawless dandy, he 
would be annoyed if he were considered roman- 
tic. He plays with life, and is on perfectly good 
terms tvith the world. He is fond of being mis- 
understood. It gives him a post of vantage.] 

6IR ROBERT CHILTERN 

Good evening, my dear Arthur ! Mrs. Cheve- 
ley, allow me to introduce to you Lord Goring, 
the idlest man in London. 

IfRS. CHEVELEY 

I have met Lord Goring before. 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 205 

LORD GOBING 

[Bomng.] I did not think you would re- 
member me, Mrs. Cbeveley. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

My memory is under admirable control. And 
are you still a bachelor! 

LORD GORING 

I • . . believe so. 

MRS. CHEVBLEY 

How very romantic I 

LORD GORING 

Oh ! I am not at all romantic. I am not old 
enough. I leave romance to my seniors. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

Lord Ooring is the result of Boodle's Club, 
Mrs. Cheveley. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

He reflects every credit on the institution. 

LORD GORING 

May I ask are you staying in London longt 
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MBS. CHEVSLEY 

That depends partly on the weather, partly 
on the cooking, and partly on Sir Robert. 

SIB BOBEBT CffiLTEBN 

You are not going to plunge as into a Eu- 
ropean war, I hope! 

MBS. CHEYELEY 

There is no danger, at present ! 

[She nods to Lord Goring, with a look of 
amusement in her eyes, and goes out unth Sir 
Robert Chiltem. Lord Goring saunters over to 
Mabel ChUtem,] 

MABEL CHHiTEBN 

You are very late ! 

LOBD GOBma 
Have you missed me t 

MABEL cHnyrEBN 

Awfully ! 

t 

LOBD GOBma 

Then I am sorry I did not stay away longer. 
I like being missed. 
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MAB& cim/rEBN 
How very selfish of you f 

LORD OORINa 

I am very selfish. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

You are always telling me of your bad quali- 
ties, Lord Ooring. 

LORP GOBINa 

I have only told you half of them as yet. 
Miss Mabel ! 

MABEL CHn/TERN 

Are the others very bad f 

LOBD G0BIN6 

Quite dreadful! When I think fit them at 
night I go to sleep at once. 

MABEL CHI^iTERN 

Well, I delight in your bad qualities. I 
wouldn't have you part with one of them. 

LOBD GORING 

How very nice of you! But then you are 
alwajrs nice. By the way, I want to ask you a 
question. Miss Mabel. Who brought Mrs. 
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Cheveley here f That woman in heliotrope, who 
has just gone out of the room with your brother ? 

HABEL CHILTEBN 

Oh, I think Lady Markby brought her. Why 
do you ask? 

LORD OORINa 

I hadn't seen her for years, that is alL 

MABEL CHUiTEBN 

What an absurd reason I 

LOBD GORING 

All reasons are absurd. 

IfABEL CHILTERN 

What sort of woman is shet 

LORD GORING 

Oh ! a genius in the daytime and a beauty at 
night! 

MABEL CHnJTERN 

I dislike her already. 

LORD GORING 

That shows your admirable good taste. 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 209 

VICOMTE DB NANJAC 

[Approaching.] Ah, the English young lady 
13 the draigon of good taste, is she not? Quite 
the dragon of *good taste. 

LORD GORING 

So the newspapers are always telling us. 

VICOHTE DE NANJAC 

I read all your English newspapers. I find 
them so amusing. 

LORD GORING 

Then, my dear Nanjac, you must certainly 
read between the lines. 

VIGOHTE DE NANJAC 

I should like to, but my professor objects. 
[To Mabel ChUtem.] * May I have the pleasure 
of escorting you to the. music-room, Mademoi- 
selle? I 

MABEL CHILTERN 

[Looking very disappointed.] Delighted, 
Vicomto^ quite deligjited! [Turning to Lord 
Ooring.] Aren't you coming to the music- 
room? 
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LORD GOBING 

Not if there is any mxisic going on, Miss 
Mabel. 

MABEL CHnJTEBN 

[Severely.] The music is in Qerman. Ton 
would not understand it 

[Ooea out mth the Vicomte de Nanjac, Lord 
Caversham comes up to his son.] 

LORD CAVEBSHAH 

Well, sir! what are you doing here! Wast- 
ing your life as usual! You should be in bed, 
sir. You keep too late hours ! I heard of you 
the other night at Lady Rufford's dancing till 
four o'clock in the morning ! 

LORD GOBINO 

Only a quarter to four, father. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Can't make out how you stand Londftn So- 
ciety. The thing has gone to the dogs, a lot of 
damned nobodies talking about nothing. 

LORD GORING 

\ I love talking about nothing, father. It is 
the only thing I know anything about. 
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LORD CAV£RSHAM 

You seem to me to be livinK entirely for 
pleasure. 

LORD GORING 

What else is there to live for, father! Noth- 
ing ages like happiness. 

LORD CAVERSHAH 

You are heartless, sir, very heartless I 

LORD GORING 

I hope not, father. Good evening, Lady 
Basildon ! 

LADY BASILDON 

[Arching two pretty eyebrows.] Are you 
here t I had no idea you ever came to political 
parties! 

LORD GORING 

I adore political parties. They are the only 
place left to us where people don't talk politics. 

LADY BASILDON 

I delight in talking politics. I talk them all 
day long. But I can't bear listening to them. 
I don't know how the unfortunate men in the 
House stand these long debaites. 
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LORD GORING 

By never listening. 

LADT BASILDON 

Really T 

LORD GORING 

[In his most serious manner.'] Of coarse. 
You see, it is a very dangerous thing to listen. 
If one listens one may be convinced ; and a man 
who allows himself to be convinced by an argu- 
ment is a thoroughly unreasonable person. 

LADT BASILDON 

Ah ! that accounts for so much in men that I 
have never understood, and so much in women 
that their husbands never appreciate in them! 

MRS. MARCHMONT 

[With a sigh.] Our husbands never appre- 
ciate anything in us. We have to go to others 
for that! 

LADY BASILDON 

[Etn^haticoXly.] Yes, always to others, have 
we nott 

LORD GORING 

4 

[SmUing.] And those are the views of the 
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two ladies who are known to have the most ad- 
mirable husbands in London. 

HBS. MABCHHONT 

That is exactly what we can't stand. 'My 
Reginald is qtiite hopelessly faultless. He is 
really nnen'dnrably so, at times! There is not 
the smallest element of excitement in l^owing 
him. 

LORD GORING 

How terrible I Beally, the thing shonld be 
more widely known I 

LADT BASILDON 

Basildon is quite as bad ; he is as domestic as 
if he was a bachelor. 

MRS. MARCHMONT 

[Pressing Lady BasUdon^s hand.] My poor 
Olivia! We have married perfect husbands, 
and we are well punished for it. 

LORD GORING 

I should have thought it was the husbands 
who were punished. 

MRS. MARCHMONT 

[Drawing herself up.] Oh, dear, no! They 
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are as happy as possible ! And as for trusting 
ns, it is tragie how much they trust us. 

LADT BASILDOK 

Perfectly tragic! 

LORD GOBINO 

Or comic, Lady Basildon T 

LADY BASILDOK 

Certainly not comic, Lord Goring. How un- 
kind of you to suggest such a thing! 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

I am afraid Lord Goring is in the camp of 
the enemy, as usual. I saw him talking to that 
Mrs. Cheveley when he came in. 

LOBD GOBINQ 

Handsome woman, Mrs. Cheveley 1 

LADY BASnjX)N 

[Stiffly.] Please don't praise other women in 
our presence. You might wait for us to do that t 

LOBD GOBINQ 

I did wait 
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MRS. MABCHMOKT 

Well, we are not going to praise her. I Hear 
she went to the Opera on Monday night, and 
told Tommy Rufford at supper that, as far as 
she could see, London Society was entirely made 
np of dowdies and dandies. 

LORD GORING 

• 

She is quite right, too. The men are all dow- 
dies and the women are all dandies, aren't they t 

[After a pause.] Oh! do you really think 
that is what Mrs. Cheveley meant t 

MRS. MARCHMONT 

Of course. And a very sensible remark for 
Mrs. Cheveley to make, too. 

[Enter Mabel ChUtem. She joins the group.] 

MABEL CHHiTERN 

Why are you talking about Mrs. Cheveley? 
Everybody is talking about Mrs. Cheveley! 
Lord Goring says— what did you say, Lord 
Goring, about Mrs. Cheveley t Oh! I remem- 
ber, that she was a genius in the daytime and 
a beauty at night. 
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LADY BASILDON * 

What a horrid combination! So very im« 
natural ! 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

' [In her most dreamy manner.] I like looking 
at geniuses, and listj^ning to beautiful people. 

IX)BD GOBING 

Ah I that is morbid of you, Mrs. Marchmont I 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

[Brightening to a look of real pleasure.] I 
am so glad to hear you say that. Marchmont 
and I have been married for seven years, and 
he has never once told me that I was morbid. 
Men are so painfully unobservant I 

LADY BASnjDOVC 

[Turning to her.] I have always said, dear 
Margaret, that you were the most morbid per- 
son in London. 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

Ah ! but you are always sympathetic, Olivia I 

MABEL CHHiTEBN 

Is it morbid to have a desire for food t I havo 
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a great desire for food. Lord (Coring, will you 
give me some supper t 

LORD GORB^G 

With pleasure, Miss MabeL [Moves away 
loith her.] 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

How horrid you have been ! You have never 
talked to me the whole evening! 

' LORD GORING 

How could 1 1 You went away with the child- 
diplomatist. 

MABEL CHUAERN 

You might have followed us. Pursuit would 
have been only polite. I don 't think t like you 
at all this evening I 

LORD GORING 

I like you immensely. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Well, I wish you'd show it in a more marked 
way! ' '[They go doumstairs.] 

MRd. MARCHMONT 

Olivia, I have a curious feeling of absolute 
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faintness. I think I should like some supper 
very much. I know I should like some supper. 

LADY BASILDOK 

I am positively dying for supper, Margaret! 

HBS. MABCHMONT 

Men are so horribly selfish, they never think 
of these things. 

LADY BASnj>OK 

Men are grossly material, grossly material! 

[The Vicomte de Nanjac enters from the 
musio-room urith some other guests. After hav- 
ing carefully examined all the people present, 
he approaches Lady Basildon.] 

VIOOMTE DE NANJAC 

May I have the honour of taking you down 
to supper, ComtesseT 

LADY BASHiDON 

[Coldly.] I never take supper, thank you, 
Vicomte. [The Vicomte is about to retire. 
Lady Basildon, seeing this, rises at once and 
takes his arm.] But I will come down with you 
with pleasure. 
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VICOMTE DE KANJAC 

I am SO fond of eating I I am very English 
in all my tastes. 

LADT BASnJX)N 

You look quite English, Vicomte, quite Eng- 
lish. 

[They pass out Mr. Mont ford, a perfectly- 
groomed young dandy, approaches Mrs. March- 
mant,] 

MB. MONTFOBD 

Like some supper, Mrs. Marchmontt 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

[Languidly.] Thank you, Mr. Montford, I 
never touch supper. [Rises hastily and takes 
his arm,] But I will sit beside you, and watch 
you. 

MB. MONTFOBD 

1 don 't know that I like being watched when 
I am eating! 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

Then I will watch some one else. 
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MB. MONTFOBD 

I don 't know that I should like that either. 

MBS. MABCHMONT 

[Severely.] Pray, Mr. Montford, do not 
make these painful scenes of jealousy in public ! 

[They go downstairs luith the other gwsts, 
passing Sir Bohert Chiltem and Mrs. Ch4v€ley, 
who now enter.] 

SIB BOBEBT CBJLTEBN 

And are you going to any of our country 
houses before you leave England, Mrs. Cheve- 
leyT 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Oh, no! I can't stand your English house- 
parties. In England people actually try to be 
brilliant at breakfast. That is so dreadful of 
them ! Only dull people are brilliant at break- 
fast. And then the family skeleton is always 
reading family prayers. My stay iil England 
really depends on you, Sir Robert. [Sits down 
on the sofa.] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEaiN 

[Taking a seat beside her.] Seriously f 
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MBS. CUEVlUiEY 

Quite seriously. I want to talk to you about 
a great political and financial scheme, about this 
Argentine Canal Company, in fact. 

SIB ROBERT CHniTEBN 

What a tedious, practical subject for you to 
talk about; Mrs. Cheveley! 

liRS. CHEVELEY 

Oh, I like tedious, practical subjects. What 
I don't like are tedious, practical people. There 
is a wide difference. Besides, you are inter- 
ested, I know, in International Canal schemes. 
You were Lord Radley's secretary, weren't you, 
when th€i Government bought the Suez Canal 
shares t 

Sm ROBERT CHHiTBRN 

Yes. But the Suez Canal was a very great 
and splendid undertaking. It gave us our di- 
rect route to India. It had imperial value. It 
was necessary that we should have control. 
This Argentine scheme is a commonplace Stock 
Exchange swindle. 
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MB8. CUEVELET 

A speculation, Sir Robert ! A brilliant, dar- 
ing speculation. 

SIR BOBEET CHa.T£BN 

Believe me, Mrs. Cbeveley, it is a swindle. 
Let us call things by their proper names. It 
makes matters simpler. We have all the infor- 
mation about it at the Foreign Office'. In fact, 
I sent out a special Commission to inquire into 
the matter privately, and they report that the 
works are hardly begun, and as for the money 
already subscribed, no one seems to know what 
has become of it. The whole thing is a second 
Panama, and with not a quarter of the chance 
of success that miserable affair ever had. I 
hope you have not invested in it. I am sure 
you are far too clever to have done that. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

I have invested very largely in it. 

Sm EGBERT CHniTEEN 

Who could have advised you to do such a 
foolish thing? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Your old friend— and mine. 



1 
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SIB ROBERT CHILTEBN 

Who? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Baron Arnheim. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Frowning. ] Ah T yes. I remember hearing, 
at the time of his death, that he had been mixed 
up in the whole affair. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

It was his last romance. His last but one, to 
do him justice. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Rising.] But you have not seen my Corots 
yet. They are in the music-room. Corots seem 
to go with music, don't they t May I show them 
to yout 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Shaking her head.] I am not in a mood to- 
night for silver twilights, or rose-pink dawns. 
I want to talk business. [Motions to him with 
her fan to sit down again beside her,] 
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SIR BOBERT CHILTEBN 

I fear I have no advice tQ give you, Mrs. 
Cheveley, except to interest yourself in some- 
thing less dangerous. The success of the Canal 
depends, of course, on the attitude of England, 
and I am jgoing to lay the report of the Com- 
missioners before the House to-morrow night. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

That you must not do. In your own inter- 
ests, Sir Robert, to say nothing of mine, you 
must not do that., 

Sm EGBERT CHUiTEBN 

[Looking at her in wonder.] In my own in- 
terests? My dear Mrs. Cheveley, what do you 
mean? [Sits dotvn beside her.] 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Sir Robert, I will be quite frank with you. 
I want you to withdraw lie report that you 
had intended to lay before the House, on the 
ground that you have reasons to believe that the 
Commissioners have been prejudiced or misin- 
formed, or something. Then I want you to 
say a few words to the eflfect that the (Govern- 
ment is going to reconsider the questicm, and 
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that you have reason to believe that the GaiiaL 
if completed, will be of great intefmational 
value. You know the sort of things ministers 
say in cases of this kind. A few ordinary plat- 
itudes will do. In modem life nothing pro- 
duces such an effect as a good platitude. It 
makes the whole world kin. WUl you do that 
for me? 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Mrs Cheveley, you cannot be serious in 
making me such a proposition ! 

HBS. CHEVELEY 

I am quite serious. 

SIB BOBEBT CHIUTEBN 

[Coldly.] Pray allow me to believe that you 
are not! 

HBS. CHEVELET 

[Speaking ivith great deliberation and 6m- 
phasis.] Ah I but I am. And, if you do what 
I ask you, I . . . will pay you very handsomely I 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Pay me I 
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lfB8. CUJCVJSUBT 



SIR BOBEBT CHII^EBN 

I am afraid I don't quite understaiid what 
you mean. * 

MBS. CHEVSLEY 

[Leamng back on the sofa and looking at 
him.] How very disappointing! And I have 
come all the way from Vienna in order that you 
should thoroughly understand me. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

I fear I don't. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[In her most nonchalant m^inner.] My dear 
Sir Robert, you are a man of the world, and you 
have your price, I suppose. Everybody has 
nowadays. The drawback is that most people 
are so dreadfully expensive. I know I am. I 
hope you will be more reasonable in your terms. 

BIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Bises indignantly.] If you will allow me, 
I will call your carriage for you. You have 
lived so long abroad, Mrs. Cheveley, that you 
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seem to be unable to realize that you are talking 
to an English gentleman. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

[Detains him hy t(mchvng his arm with her 
fan, and keeping it there while she is talking.] 
I realize that I am talking to a man who laid 
the foundation of his fortune by selling to a 
Stock Exchange speculator a Cabinet secret. 

■ 

Sm ^BEBT CHn/TEBN 

[Biting his lip.] What do you meant 

MBS. CHEVELET 

[Rising and . facing him.] I mean that I 
know the real origin of your wealth and your 
career^ and I have got your letter, too. 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

What letter? 

HBS.I CHEVELET 

[Contem^ptuottsly.] The letter you wrote to 
Baron Amheim, when you were Lord Badley's 
secretary, telling the Baron to buy Suez Canal 
shares— a letter written three days before the 
Oovemment announced its own purchase. 
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SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Hoarsely,] It is not true. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Ton thought that letter had been destroyed. 
How foolish of you ! It is in my possession. 

Snt ROBERT CHILTERN 

The affair to which you allude was no more 
than a speculation. The House of Commons 
had not yet passed the bill ; it might have been 
rejected. 

MRS. CHEVELBT 

It was a swindle, Sir Robert. Let us call 
things by their proper names. It makes every- 
^ thing simpler. And now I am going to sell you 
that letter, and the price I ask for it is your 
public support of the Argentine scheme. You 
made your own fortune out of one canal. Tou 
must help me and my friends to make our for- 
tunes out of another! 

SIR ROBERT CHn/TERN 

It is infamous, what you propose— infamous ! 
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MRS. CHEVELET 

Oh, no! This is the game of life as we all 
have to play it, Sir Robert, sooner or later. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

I cannot do what you ask me. 

MRS. CHE7ELEY 

You mean you cannot help doing it. You 
know you are standing on the edge of a preci- 
pice. And it is not for you to make terms. 
It is for you to accept them. Suppose you 
refuse 

Sm ROBERT CHn/TERN 

What then! 

MRS. CHEVELET 

My dear Sir Robert, what then! You are 
ruined, that is all ! Remember to what a point 
your Puritanism in England has brought you. 
In old days nobody pretended to be a bit better 
than his neighbours. In fact, to be a bit better 
than one's neighbour was considered excessively 
vulgar and middle-class. Nowada3rs, with our 
modem mania for morality, everyone has to 
pose as a paragon of purity, incorruptibility. 
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and all the other seven deadly virtues— and 
what is the result! You all go over like nine- 
pins—one after the other. Not a year passes 
in England without somebody disappearing. 
Scandals used to lend charm, or at least interest, 
to a man— now they crush him. And yours is 
a very nasty scandal. You couldn't survive 
it. If it were known that as a young man. 
secretary lo a great and important minister, you 
sold a Cabinet secret for a large silm of money, 
and that that was the origin of your wealth and 
career, you would be hounded out of public liffe, 
you would disappear completely. And after 
all. Sir Robert, why should you sacrifice your 
entire future rather than deal diplomatically 
with your enemy! For the moment I am your 
enemy. I admit it ! And I am much stronger 
than you are. The big battalions are on my 
side. You have a splendid position, but it is 
your splendid position that makes you so vulner- 
able. You can't defend it. And I am in 
attack. Of course I have not talked morality 
to you. You must admit in fairness that I have 
spared you that. Years ago you did a clever, 
unscrupulous thing ; it turned out a great success. 
You owe to it your fortune and position. And 
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now yon hav got to pay for it. Sooner or later 
we all have to pay for what we do. You have 
to pay now. Before I leave you to-night, you 
have ^ot to promise me to suppress your report, 
and to speak in the House in favour of this 
scheme. 

8IB ROBERT CHII^IERN 

What you ask is impossible. 

MRS. CHBVELET 

You must make it possible. You are going 
to make it possible. Sir Robert, you know what 
your English newspapers are like. Suppose 
that when I leave this house I drive down to 
some newspaper office, and give them this 
scandal and the proofs of it! Think of their 
loathsome joy, of the delight they would have in 
dragging you down, of the mud and mire they 
would plunge you in. Think of the hypocrite 
with his grea^ smile penning his leading ar- 
ticle, and arranging the foulness of the public 
placard. 

tSSR ROBERT CHH/TERN 

Stop ! You want me to withdraw the report 
and to make a short speech stating that I be- 
lieve there are possibilities in the scheme t 
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MRS. CHEVELBY 

[Sitting down on the sofa.] Those are my 
tenns. 

8IB ROBERT CHn/TERN 

[In a low voice.] I will give you any sum of 
money you want. 

MRS. CHEVELBY 

Even you are not rich enough, Sir Robert, to 
buy back your past. No man is. 

SIR ROBERT CmLTERN 

I wiU not do what you ask me. I will not. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

You have to. If you don't . . . [Bises from 
the sofa.] 

SIR ROBERT CHn/TERN 

[Bewildered and unnerved.] Wait a mo- 
ment ! What did you propose t You said that 
you would give me back my letter, didn't yout 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Yes. That is agreed. I will be in the Ladies' 
Gallery to-morrow night at half-past eleven. If 
by that time— and you will have had heaps of 
opportunity —you have made an announcement 
to the House in the terms I wish, I shall hand 
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you back your letter with the prettiest thanks, 
and the best, or at any rate the most suitable, 
compliment I can think of. I intend to play 
quite fairly with you. One should always play 
fairly . . . when one has the winning cards. 
The Baron taught me that . . . amongst other 
things. 

SIR ROBERT CBJUTEBN 

You must let me have time to consider your 
proposal. 

HR8. CHEVELET 

No; you must settle nowl 

Sm ROBERT CHUjTBRN 

Give me a week— three daysl 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Impossible! I have got to telegraph to 
Vienna to-night. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

My God ! what brought you into my life 1 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Circumstances. [Moves towards the door.] 
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8IB ROBERT CHU/nSRN 

Don't go. I consent. The report shall be 
withdrawn. I will arrange for a question to be 
put to me on the subject. 

HBS. CHEVELEY 

Thank you. I knew we should come to an 
amicable agreement. I understood your nature 
from the first. I analyzed you, though you did 
not adore me. And now you can get my car- 
riage for me, Sir Robert. I see the people com- 
ing up from supper, and Englishmen always 
get romantic after a meal, and that bores me 
dreadfully. 

[Exit Sir Robert ChUtem.] 

[Enter Chiests, Lady ChtUem, Lady Markhy, 
Lord Caversham, Lady Basildon, Mrs! March- 
mont, Vicpmte de Nanjac, Mr. Montford.] 

LADY HARKBY 

Well, dear Mrs. Cheveley, I hope you have 
enjoyed yourself. Sir Robert is very entertain- 
ing, is he not? 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Most entertaining! I have enjoyed my talk 
with him immensely. 



■Tl 
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LADT MARKBT 

He has had a very interesting and brilliant 
career. And he has married a most admirable 
wife. Lady Chiltem is a woman of the very 
highest principles, I am glad to say. I am a 
little too old now, myself, to trouble about set- 
ting a good example, but I always admire people 
who do. And Lady Chiltem has a very en- 
nobling effect on life, though her dinner-parties 
are rather dull sometimes. But one can't have 
ever3rthing, can oneT And now I must go, dear. 
Shall I call for you to-morrow t 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Thanks. 

LADT MABKBY 

We might drive in the Park at five. Every- 
thing looks so fresh in the Park nowl 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Except the people ! 

LADY MARKBT 

Perhaps the people are a little jaded. I have 
often observed that the Season as it goes on pro- 
duces a kind of softening of the brain. How- 
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ever, I think anything is better than hi^ intel- 
lectual pressure. That is the most unbecoming 
thing there is. It makes the noses of the young 
girls so particularly large. And there is nothing 
so difficult to marry as a large nose, men don't 
like them. Oood-night, dear! [To Lady ChU- 
tern.] Oood-night, Oertrude! [Ooes out on 
Lord Caversliam^s arm.] 

HBS. CUEVELET 

What a charming house you have, Lady Chil- 
tem! I have spent a delightful evening. It 
has been so interesting getting to know your 
husband. 

LADY CHniTEBN 

Why did you wish to meet my husband^ Mrs. 
Chevcleyt 

MBS. CHEVELBY 

Oh, I will tell you. I wanted to interest him 
in this Argentine Canal scheme, of which I dare 
say you have heard. And I found him most 
susceptible —susceptible to reason, I mean. A 
rare thing in a man. I converted him in ten 
minutes. He is going to make a speech in the 
House to-morrow night in favour of the idea. 



— ^ 
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We most go to the Ladies* Gallery and hear 
him! It will be a great occasion! 

LADY CHILTEBN 

There must be some mistake. That scheme 
could never have my husband's support. 

HRS. CHEVELET 

Oh, I assure you it's all settled. I don't re- 
gret my tedious journey from Vienna now. It 
has been a great success. But, of course, for 
the next twenty-four hours the whole thing is a 
dead secret. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Oently.] A secret? Between whomt 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[With a flash of amusement in her eyes.] 
Between your husband and myself. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Entering.] Your carriage is here, Mrs. 
Cheveley ! 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Thanks! Qood evening, Lady Chiltem! 
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Oood-xiight, Lord Goring! I am at Claridge's. 
Don't yon think yon migut Uav% a cardt 

LORD OOBINO 

If you wish it, Mrs. Cheveleyl 

ICR8. CHEVELBY 

Oh, don't be so solemn about it, or I shall be 
obliged to leave a card on you. In England I 
suppose that would be hardly considered en 
rigle. Abroad, we are more civilized. Will you 
see me down, Sir Robert t Now that we have 
both the same interests at heart we shall be great 
friends, I hope! 

[Sails out on Sir Eohert Ch4lteam'8 arm. 
Lady Chiltem goes to the top of the staircase 
and looks dotvn at them as they descend. Her 
expression is troubled. After a littU time she 
is joined by some of the gussts, and passes u)ith 
ihem into another receptum-room.] 

MABEL CHniTEBN 

What a horrid woman ! 

LORD GORINO 

You should go to bed. Miss Mabel. 
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MABEL GHILTSKN 

LordOoringl 

LORD QORINO 

My father told me to go lo bed an hour ago. 
I don't see why I shouldn't give you the same 
advice. I always pass on good advice. It is 
the only thing to do with it. It is never of any 
use to oneself. • 

MABEL CHnJTEBN 

Lord Gk)ringy you are always ordering me 
out of the room. I think it most courageous of 
you. Especially as I am not going to bed for 
bom's. [Goes over to the iofa.] Tou can come 
and sit down if you like, and talk about any- 
thing in the world, except the Royal Academy, 
Mrs. Cheveley, or novels in the Scotch dialect. 
They are not improving subjects. [Catches 
sight of something that is lying on the sofa half- 
hidden by the cushion.] What is this? Some 
one has dropped a diamond brooch! Quite 
beautiful, isn't itf [Shoivs it to him.] I wish 
it was mine, but Gertrude wott't let me wear 
an3i;hing but pearls, and I am thoroughly sick 
of pearls. l%ey make me look so plain, so good 
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and 80 intellectual. I wcmder whom the brooch 
belongs to. 

LORD GORING 

I wonder who dropped it. 

MABEL CHn^TEBN 

It is a beautiful brooch. 

LORD GORING 

It is a handsome bracelet. 

HABEL CHILTERN 

It isn't a bracelet. It's a brooch. 

LORD GORING 

It can be used as a bracelet. [Takes it from 
her, and, putting out a green letter-case, puts 
the ornament carefully in it, and replaces the 
whole thing in his breast-pocket ivith the most 
perfect sangfroid.] 

HABEL chu/tern 
What are you doing f 

LORD GORING 

Miss Mabel, I am going to make a rather 
strange request to you. 
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HABEL CHILTERN 

• 

[Eagerly,] Oh, pray do! I have been wait- 
ing for it ail the evening. 

LORD GORINa 

[Is a little taken aback, tut recovers himself.] 
Don't mention to anybody that I have ta'keii 
charge of this brooch. Should anyone write 
and claim it, let me know at once. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

That is a strange request. 

LORD GORINO 

Well, you see I gave this brooch to somebody . 
once, years ago. 

MABEL CHn/rERN 

You did? 

LORD GORING 

Yes. 

[Lady ChUtem enters alone. The other 
guests have gone.] 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Then I shall certainly bid you good-night. 
Good-night, Gertrude! [EiHt.] 
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LADY CHn/TEBN 

Ck)od-night, dear! [To Lord Chring.] You 
saw whom Lady Markby brought here to-night. 

LORD GORING 

Yes. It was an unpleasant surprise. What 

did she come here fort 

ft 

LADY CHILTBRN 

Apparently to try and lure Robert to uphold 
some fraudulent scheme in which Edie is inter- 
ested. The Argentine Canal, in fact. 

LORD GORING 

She has mistaken her man, hasn't shet 

LADY CHILTERN 

She is incapable of understanding an upright 
nature like my husband's! 

LORD GORING 

Yes. I should fancy she came to grief if 
she tried to get Robert into her toils. It is ex- 
traordinary what astounding mistakes clever 
women make. 

LADY CHILTERN 

I don't call women of that kind clever. I call 
them stupid ! 
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LOBD GORING 

Same thing often. Good-night, Lady Ghil- 
tern! 

LADY CHILTERN 

Good-night ! 

[Enter Sir Robert Chiltem.] 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

My dear Arthur, you are not going f Do 
stop a little ! 

LORD GORING 

Afraid I can't, thanks. I have promised to 
look in at the Hartlocks. I believe they have 
got a mauve Hungarian band that plays mauve 
Hungarian music. See you soon. Gk)od-bye ! 

[Exit.] 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

How beautiful you look to-night, Gtertrude! 

LADY CHILTERN 

Robert, it is not true, is itt You are not 
going to lend your support to this Argentine 
speculation t You couldn't! 
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« 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

' [Starting.] Wlio told you I intended to 
do sot 

LADY CHILTERN 

That woman who has just gone out, Mrs. 
Cheveley, as she calls herself now. She seemed 
to taunt me with it. Robert, I know this woman. 
You don't. We were at school together. She 
w^s untruthful, dishonest, an evil influence on 
everyone whose trust or friendship she could 
win. I hated, I despised her. She stole things, 
she was a thief. She was s^nt away for being a 
thief. Why do you let her influeuce you t 

ff 

. SIB B0BEB7 CHHiTEBN 

V 

I 

Gertrude, what you tell me may be true, but 
it happened many years ago. It is bent forgot- 
ten! Mrs. Cheveley may have changed since 
then. No one should be entirely judged by their 
past 

LADY CHniTEBN 

[Sadly.] One's past is what one is. It is the 
6nly way by which people should be judged. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

* That is a hard saying, Gertrude I 
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LADY CHU/EEBK 

It is a true saying, Robert. And what did she 
mean by boasting that she had got you to lend 
your support, your name to a thing I have heard 
you describe as the most dishonest and fraudu- 
lent scheme there has ever been in political lifet 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Biting his lip.] I was mistaken in the view 
I took. We all may make mistakes. 

LADT CHn^TEBN 

But you told me yesterday that you had re- 
eeived the report from the Commission, and that 
it entirely condemned the whole thing. 

SIB BOBEBT 'CHIX/TEBK 

[Walking up and dovm.] I have reasons now 
to believe that the Commission was prejudiced, 
or, at any rate, misinformed. Besides, (Ger- 
trude, public and private life are diflPerent 
things. They have different laws and mpve on 
different lines. 

LAJ>T CHILTEBN 

They should both represent man at his hi{^- 
est. I see no difference between them. 
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SIR ROBERT CHIUrERN 

[Stopping.] In the present case, on a matter 
of practical politics, I have changed my mind. 
That is alL 

LADY GHILTERN 
All! 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Sternly.] Yes! 

LADY CHILTERN 

Robert 1 Oh ! it is horrible that I should have 
to ask you such a question— Robert, are you 
telling me the whole truth t 

SIR ROBERT CHIL/TERN 

Why do you ask me such a question f 

LADY CHILTERN 

[After a pause.] Why do you not answer itt 

SIR ROBERT CHn/TERN 

[Sitting down.] Gertrude, truth is a very 
complex thing, and politics is a very complex 
business. There are wheels within wheels. One 
may be under certain obligations to people that 
one must pay. Sooner or later in political life 
one has to compromise. Everyone does. 
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Compromise t Robert, why do you talk so 
diflPerently to-night from the way I have al- 
ways h^ard you talkt Why are you changed t 

Sm ROBERT CHHiTERN 

I am not changed. But circumstances alter 
things. 

LADY CHILTERN 

Circumstances should never alter principles. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

But if I told you 

LADY CHILTERN 

Whatt 

sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

That it was necessary, vitally necessary.. 

LADY CHILTERN 

It can never be necessary to do what is not 
honourable. Or if it be necessary, then what is 
it that I have loved ! But it is not, Robert ; tell 
me it is not Why should it bet What gain 
would you get t Money t iWe have no need of 
that! And money that comes from a tainted 
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source is a degradation. Power ? But poWer is 
nothing in itself. It is power to do good that is 
fine— that, and that only. What is it» then? 
Robert, tell me why you are going to do this dis- 
honourable thing ! 

SIB ROBERT CHn/TERN 

Gertrude, you have no right to use that word. 
I told you it was a question of rational compro- 
mise. It is no more than that. 

LADY CHILTERN 

Robert, that is all very well for other men, for 
men who treat life simply as a sordid epecula- 
tion ; but not for you, Robert, not for you. You 
are different. All your life you have stood 
apart from others. You have never let the world 
soil you. To the world, as to myself, you have 
been an ideal always. Ohl be that ideal still. 
That great inheritance throw not away— that 
tower of ivory do not destroy. Robert, men can 
love what is beneath them— things unworthy, 
stained, dishonoured. We women worship when 
we love ; and when we lose our worship, we lose 
everything. Oh! don't kill my love for you, 
don't kill that! 
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SIR BOBEBT CHn/TBBN 

Gertrude ! 

LADY CHILTEBN 

I know that there are men with horrible se- 
crets in their lives— men who have done some 
shameful thing, and who in some critical mo- 
ment have to pay for it, by doing some other 
act of shame— oh 1 don't tell me you are such as 
they are! Robert, is there in your life any 
secret dishonour or disgrace t Tell me, tell me 
at once, that 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

That what t 

LADT CHILTEBN 

[Speaking very slowly.] That our livesr may 
drift apart. 

Sm BOBEBT chu/tebk • 

Drift apart f 

LADY CHn^SBK 

That they may be entirely separate. It would 
be better for us both. 
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Sm BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Oertrude, there is nothing in my past life that 
yon might not know. 

LADY CHn/TERN 

I was sure of it, Robert. I was sure of it. But 
why did you say those dreadful things, things 
so unlike your real self t Don't let us ever talk 
about the subject again. You will write, won't 
you, to Mrs. Cheveley, and tell her that you 
cannot support this scandalous scheme of herst 
If you have given her any promise you must 
take it back, that is all ! 

Sm BOBEBT CHnjTEBN 

Must I write and tell her thatf 

LADY CmiiTEBN 

Surely, Robert ! What else is there to do f 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

I might see her personally. It would be 
better. 

LADY Cnn/TEBN 

Tou must never see her again, Robert. She is 
not a woman you should ever speak to. She 
is not worthy to talk to a man like you. No; 
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yon mnst ^write to her at once, now, this mo- 
ment, and let your letter show her that your 
decision is quite irrevocable I 

SIR ROBERT CHn/TERN 

Write this moment I 

LADY CHILTERK 

Yes. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

But it is SO late. It is close on twelve. 

LADY CHILTERN 

That makes no matter. She must know at 
once that she has been mistaken in you— and 
that you are not a man to do anything base or 
underhand or dishonourable. Write her, Rob- 
ert. Write that you decline to support this 
scheme of hers, as you hold it to be a dishonest 
scheme. Yes— write the word dishonest. She 
knows what that word meann. [Sir Robert 
ChUtem sits down and writes a letter. His wife 
takes it up and reads it.] Yes; that will do. 
[Ringi heU.] And now the envelope. [He writes 
the envelope slowly. Enter Mason.] Have this 
letter sent at once to Claridge's Hotel. There 
is no answer. [Exit Mason. Lady ChUtem 



SECOND ACT. 

Scene — Mommg-room at Sir Robert ChU- 
tern's house. 

[Lord Ooring, dressed in the height of fash- 
ion, is lounging in an armchair. Sir Robert 
Chiltem is standing in front of the fireplace. 
He is evidently in a state of great mental ex- 
citement and distress. As the scene progresses 
he paces nervously up and down the room.] 

LORD GORING 

My dear Robert, it's a very awkward busi- 
ness, very awkward indeed. You should have 
told your wife the whole thing. Secrets from 
other people's wives are a necessary luxury in 
modem life. So, at least, I am always told at 
the dub by people who are bald enough to know 
better. But no man should have a secret from 
his oVrn wife. She invariably finds it out. Wo- 

•^■■" 266 
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men have a wonderful instinct about things. 
They can discover everything except the ob- 
vious. 

Sm ROBERT CHU^TERN 

Arthur, I couldn't tell my wife. When could 
I have told herf Not last night. It would 
have made a life*long separation between us, 
and I would have lost the love of the one 
woman in the world I worship, of the only wo- 
man who h^ eyer stirred love within me. Last 
night it would have been quite impossible. She 
would have turned from me in horror . . . 
in horror and in contempt. 

. LORD GORINa 

Is Lady Chiltern as perfect as all thatf 

SIR ROBERT CHU^TSERN 

Yes ; my wife is as perfect as all that. 

LORD GORING 

[Taking off his' left-hand glove.] What a 
pity! I beg your pardon, my dear fellow, I 
didn't quite mean that. But if what you tell 
me is true, I should like to have a serious talk 
about life with Lady Chiltern. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

It would be quite useless. 

LORD GORING 

May I try! 

SIR ROBERT CHnTTERN 

Yes; but nothing could make her alter her 
views. 

LORD GORING 

WeU, at the worst it would simply be a pqr- 
chologieal experiment. 

sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

All such experiments are terribly dangerous. 

LORD GORING 

Everything is dangerous, my dear f eUow. It 
it wasn't so, life wouldn't be worth living. 
. . . Well, I am bound to say that I think 
you should have told her years ago. 

sm ROBERT CHn/TERN 

Whenf When we were engaged T Do you 
think she would have married me if she had 
known that the origin of my fortune is such as 
it is, the basis of my career such as it is, and 
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that. I had done a thing that I suppose most men 
would call shameful and dishonourable f 

LORD GOBIKO 

[Slowly.] Yes; most men would call it ugly 
names. There is no doubt of that. 

SIB BOBEBT CHH/TEBN 

■ 

[Bitterly.] Men who every day do something 
of the same kind themselves. Men who, each 
one of them, have worse secrets in their own 
lives. 

LOBD GOBINO 

That is the reason they are so pleased to find 
out other people's secrets. It distracts public 
attention from their own. 

Sm BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

And, after all, whom did I wrong by what I 
did? No one. 

LOBD GOBINO 

[Looking at him steadily.] Except your- 
self, Robert. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[After a pavse.] Of course I had private in- 
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formation about a certain transaction contem- 
plated by the Gk)yemment of the day, and I 
acted on it. Private information is practically 
the source of every large modem fortune. 

LORD GORING 

[Tapping his boot with his cane.] And public 
scandal invariably the result. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Pacing up and down the room.'] Arthur, do 
you think that what I did nearly eighteen years 
ago should be brought up against me now t Do 
you think it fair that a man's whole career 
should be ruined for a fault done in one's boy- 
hood almost. I was twenty-two at the time, and 
I had the double misfortune of being well-bom 
and poor, two unforgivable things nowadays. Is 
it fair that the folly, the sin of one's youth, if 
men choose to call it a sin, should wreck a life 
like mine, should place me in the pillory, should 
shatter all that I have worked for, all that I 
have built up? Is it fair, Arthur t 

LORD GORIKG 

Life is never fair, Robert. • And perhaps it is 
a good thing for most of us that it is not. 
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SIR ROBEBT CHn/TERN 

Every man of ambition has to fight his cen- 
tury with its own weapons. What this century 
worships is wealth. To succeed one must achieve 
wealth. At all costs one must have wealth. 

LOBD GORING 

You underrate yourself, Robert. Believe me, 
without wealth you could have sucpeeded just 
as well. 

SIB BOBEBT CBJUTE&S 

When I was old, perhaps. When I had lost 
my passion for power, or could not use it. 
When I was tired, worn out, disappointed. I 
wanted my success when I was young. Youth 
is the time for success. I couldn't wait. 

LOBD GOBING 

Well, you certainly have had your success 
while you are still young. No one in our day 
has had such a brilliant success. Under-Secre- 
tary for Foreign Affairs at the age of forty— 
that's good enough for anyone, I should think. 

SIB BOBEBT GHILTEBN 

And if it is all taken away from me now? If 
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I lose eveiythiiig over a horrible scandal T If I 
am hounded from public life T 

LORD GOBINO 

Robert, how could you have sold yourself 
for money! 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Exdiedly.] I did not sell myself for money. 
I bought success at a great price. That is all. 

LORD GORING 

[Gravely.] Yes; you certainly paid a great 
price for it. But what first made you think 
of doing such a thing t 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

Baron Amheim. 

LORD GORING 

Damned scoundrel! 

SIR ROBEBT CHILTEBN 

No ; he was a man of a most subtle and refined 
intellect. A man of culture, charm, and distinc- 
tion. One of the most intellectual men I ever 
met. 
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LORD GKUtlNO 

Ah I I prefer a gentlemanly fool any day. 
lliere is more to be said for stupidity than peo- 
ple imagine. Personally, I have a great admira- 
tion for stupidity. It is a sort of fellow-feel- 
ing, I suppose. But how did he do it T Tell me 
the whole thing. 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Throws himself into an armchair by the 
writing-table.] One night after dinner at Lord 
Badley's the Baron began talking about success 
in mode;ni life as something that one could re- 
duce to an absolutely definite science. With that 
wonderfully fascinating quiet voice of his he 
expounded to us the most terrible of all philos- 
ophies, the philosophy of power, preached to us 
the most marvellous of all gospels, the gospel of 
gold. I think he saw the effect he had produced 
on me, for some days afterward he wrote and 
asked me to come and see him. He was living 
then in Park Lane, in the house Lord Woolcomb 
has now. I remember so well how, with a 
strange smile on his pale curved lips, he led me 
through his wonderful picture gallery, showed 
me his tapestries, his enamels, his jewels, his 
carved ivories, made me wonder at the strange 
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loveliness of the luxury in which he lived ; and 
then told me that liizury was nothing but a 
background, a painted scene in a play, and that 
power, power over other men, power over the 
world was the one, thing worth having, the one 
supreme pleasure worth knowing, the one toy 
one never tired of,' and that in our century only 
the rich possessed it. 

LORD GORINO 

[With great deliberation.] A thoroughly shal- 
low creed. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

< 

[Rising.] I didn't think so then. I don't 
think so now. Wealth has given me enormous 
power. It gave me at the very outset of my 
life freedom, and freedom is everything. You 
have never been poor, and never known what 
ambition is. You cannot understand what a 
wonderful chance the Baron gave mfi. Such a 
chance as few men get. 

LORD ooRma 

Fortunately for them, if one is to judge by 
results. But tell me definitely, how did the 
Baron finally persuade you to— well, to do what 
you didt 
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SOL BOBEBT CHIiyrEBN 

When I was going away he said to me that 
if I ever could give him any private informa- 
tion of real value he would make me a very rich 
man. I was dazed at the prospect he held out 
to me, and my ambition and my desire for 
power were at that time boundless. Six weeks 
later certain private documents passed through 
my hands. 

LORD GORING 

[Keeping his eyes steadily fixed on the car- 
pet] State documents t 

Sra ROBERT CHILTERN 

Yes. [Lord Goring sighs, then passes his 
hand across his forehead and looks up.] 

LORD GORING 

■ 

I had no idea that you, of all men in the 
world, could have been so weak, Robert, as to 
yield to such a temptation as Baron Amheim 
held out to you. 

SIR ROBEBT CHILTEBN 

WeakT Oh, I am sick of hearing that phrase. 
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Sick of using it about others. Weak T Do you 
really think, Arthur, that it is weakness that 
yields to temptation T I tell you that there are 
terrible temptations that it requires strength, 
strength and courage, to yield to. To stake all 
one's life on a single moment, to risk everything 
on one throw, whether the stakes be power 
or pleasure, I care not—there is no weakness 
in that. There is a horrible, a terrible cour- 
age. I had that courage. I sat down the same 
afternoon and wrote Baron Amheim the letter 
this woman now holds. He made three-quarters 
of a million over the transaction. 

LOBD GORINO 

And youT 

SIB BOBEBT CHUjTEBN 

I received from the Baron £110,000.. 

LOBD GOBINO 

You were worth more, Robert 

8IB BOBEBT CHn/TBBN 

No ; that money gave me exactly what I want- 
ed, power over others. I went into the House 
immediately. The Baron advised me in finance 
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from time to time. Before five years I had 
almost treb.Ied my fortune. Since then every- 
thing that I have touched has tUmed out a sue- 
cess. In all things connected with money I 
hav^ had a luck so extraordinary that some- 
times it has made me almost afraid. I remem- 
ber having read somewhere, in, some strange 
book, that' when the gods wish to punish us they 
answer our prayers. 

9 

liOBD GORING 

But tell me, ttobert, did you never suffer any 
regret for what you had donet 

SOL BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

* 

No. I felt that I had fought the century 
with its own weapons, and won. 

LOBD GOBING 

[Sadly.] You thought you had won. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

I thought SO. [After a long pause.] Arthur, 
do you despise me for what I have told you t 

LOBD GOBING 

[With deep feeling in his voice.] I am very 
sorry for you, Robert, very sorry indeed. 
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fl 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTBBN 

I don't say that I sutfered any remorse. 1 
didn't. Not remorse in the ordinary, rather 
silly sense of the word. Bitt 1 have paid .con- 
science money many times; I had a wild hope 
that I might disarm destiny. The sum BUron 
Amheim gave m^ I have distributed twice over 

in public charities since then. 

« 

LOBD GOBING 

[Looking up.^ In public charities ? Dear me ! . 
what a lot of harm you mudt have done, Robert? 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Oh, don't say that, Arthur; don't talk like 
that. 

LOBD GOBING 

Never mind what I say, Rpbert^ I am always 
saying what I shouldn't say. In^fact, I usually 
say what I really think. A great mistake nowa- 
days. It makes one so lia^ble to be misunder- 
stood. As regards this dreadful business, I will 
help you in whatever way I can. Of course yop 
know that. 
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SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

Thank you, Arthur, thank you. But what is 
to be done? What can be done! 

LORD GORING 

[Leamng back with his hands in his pockets.] 
Well, the English caji't stand a man who is al- 
ways saying he is in the right, but they are very 
fond of a man who admits that he has been in 
the wrong. It is one of the best things in them. 
However, in your case, Robert, a confession 
would not do. The money, if you will allow me 
to say so is . . . awkward. Besides, if you 
did make a clean breast of the whole affair, 
you would never be able to talk morality again. 
And in England a man who can't talk morality 
twice a week to a large, popular, immoral audi- 
ence is quite over as a serious politician. Th*ere 
would be nothing left for him as a profession 
except Botany or the Church. A confession 
would be of no use. It would ruin you. 

SIB ROBERT CHn/TERN 

It would ruin me. Arthur, the only thing for 
me to do now is to fight the thing out. 

LORD GORING 

[Rising from his chair.] I was waiting for 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 269 

you to sa/ that, Robert. It is the only thing to 
do now. And you must begin by telling your 
wife the whole story. 

SIR ROBERT CHU.TERN 

That I will not do. 

LORD GORING 

Robert, believe me, you are wrong. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

I couldn't do it. It would kill her love for 
me. And now about this woman, this Mrs. 
Cheveley. How can I defend myself against 
her? You knew her before, Arthur, appar- 
ently. 

LORD GORING 

Yes. 

Sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

Did you know her wellf 

LORD GORING 

[Arranging his necktie.] So little that I got 
engaged to be married to her once, when I was 
staying at the Tenbys'. The affair lasted for 
three days . . . nearly. 
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SIB BOBERT CHILTEBK 

Why was it broken oflft 

« • 

LOBD OOBING 

[Airily.] Oh, I forget. At least, it makes no 
matter. By the way, have you tried her with 
money f She used to be confoundedly fond of 
money. 

SIR ROBEBT CHn/TEBN 

I offered her any sum she wanted. She re- 
fused. 

LOBD GOBING 

Then the marvellous gospel of gold breaks 
down sometimes. The rich can't do everything, 
after all. 

SIB BOBEBT CHIL^EBN 

N6t everything. I suppose you are right. Ar- 
thur, I feel that public disgrace is in store for 
me. I feel certain of it. I never knew what 
terror was before. I know it now. It is as if a 
hand of ice were laid upon one's heart. It is as 
if one's heart were beating itself to death in 
some empty hollow. 
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LOBD QOBlBre 

[Striking the table.] Bdbert, you must fight 
her. You must fight her. 

Sm ROBERT CHILTBRN 

But how T 

LORD GORING 

I can't tell you how, at present. I have not 
the smallest idea. But everyone has some weak 
point. There is some flaw in each one of us. 
[Strolls over to the fireplace and looks at him- 
self in the glass.] My father tells me that even 
I have faults. Perhaps I have. I don't know. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

In defending myself against Mrs; Cheveley, 
I have a right to use any weapon I can find, 
have I notT 

LORD GORING 

* 

[Still looking in the glass.] In your place I 
don't think I should have the smallest scruple 
in doing sq. She is thoroughly well able to take 
care of herself. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Sits down at the table and takes a pen in his 
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hand.] Well, I shall send a cipher telegram to 
the Embassy at Vienna, to inquire if there is 
anything known against her. There may be 
some secret scandal she might be afraid of. 

LORD GORING 

[Settling his buttonhole.] Oh, I should fancy 
Mrs. Cheveley is one of those very modem 
women of our time who find a new scandal as 
becoming as a new bonnet, and air them both 
in the Park every afternoon at five-thirty. I am 
sure she adores scandals, and that the sorrow of 
her life at present is that she can't manage to 
have enough of them. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

* 

[Writing.] Why do you say thatt 

LORD GORING 

[Turning round.] Well, she wore far too 
much rouge last night, and not quite enough 
clothes. That is always a sign of despair in a 
woman. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Striking a beU.] But it is worth while my 
wiring to Vienna, is it nott 
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LOKD GOBIKG 

It is always worth while asking a question^ 
though it is not always worth while answering 
one. 

[Enter Mason.] 

8IB BOBEBT CEXUTEBN 

Is Mr. Trafford in his roomt 

MASON 

Yes, Sir Robert. 

sot BOBEBT OHII^rEBN 

[Puts what he has turitten into an envelope, 
which he then carefully doses.] Tell him to 
have this sent off in cipher at once. There mnst 
not be a moment's delay. 

MASON 

Yes, Sir Robert. 

BJR BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Oh, just give that back to me again. 
[Writes something on the envelope. Mason 
then goes out with the letter.] 



I 
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SIB BOBEBT GHILTEBN 

She must hitve had some curious hold over 
Baron Amheim. I wonder what it was. 

LOBD GOBING 

[Smiling.] I wonder. 

Sm BOBEBT CHR.TEBN 

I will fight her to the death, as long as my 
wife knows nothing. 

LOBD GOBING » 

[Strongly.] Oh, fight in any case— in any 
ease. 

SIB BOBEBT GHILTEBN 

[With a gesture of despair.] If my wife 
found out, there would be little left to fight for. 
Well, as soon as I hear from Vienna, I shall let 
you know the result. It is a chance, just a 
chance, but I believe in it. And as I fought the 
age with its own weapons, I will fight her with 
her weapons. It is only fair, and she looks like 
a woman with a past, doesn't shef 

LOBD GOBING 

Most pretty women do. But there is a fashion 
in pasts just as there is a fashion in frocks. Per- 
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haps Mrs. Cbeveley'g past is merely a slightly 
decollete one, and they are excessively popular 
nowadays. Besides, my dear Robert, I should 
not build too high hopes on frightening Mrs. 
Cheveley. I should not fancy Mrs. Cheveley 
is a woman who would be easily frightened. She 
has survived all her creditors, and she shows 
wonderful presence of mind. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN 

Oh! I live on hopes now. I clutch at every 
chance. I feel like a man on a ship that is sink- 
ing. The water is round my feet, and the very 
air is bitter with storm. Hush ! . I hear my 
wife's voice. 

[Enter Lady Chiltern in walking dress.] 

LADT CHILTEBN 

Good afternoon, Lord Goring ! 

LORD GORING 

Good afternoon, Lady Chiltern! Have you 
been in the parkf 

LADY CHILTERN 

No: I have just come from the Woman's Lib- 
eral Association, where, by the way, Robert, 
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your name was received with loud applause, and 
now I have come in to have my tea. [To Lord 
Goring.] You will wait and have some tea, 
won't yout 

LORD GORING 

I'll wait for a short time, thanks. 

LADT CHniTEBN 

I will be back in a moment. I am only going 
to take my hat off. 

LORD GORING 

[In his most earnest manner.] Oh! please 
don't. It is so pretty. One of the prettiest-hats 
I ever saw. I hope the Woman's Liberal Asso- 
ciation received it with loud applause. 

LADY CHILTERN 

[With a smile.] We have much more import- 
ant work to do than to look at each other's bon- 
nets, Lord Goring. 

LORD GORING 

Really t What sort of workt 

LADY CHILTERN 

Oh! dull, useful, delightful things, Factory 
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Acts, Female Inspectors, Ihe Eight Hours' Bill, 
the Parliamentary Franchise. . . . Everything, 
in fact, that you would find thoroughly unin- 
teresting. 

LORD GORINa 

And never bonnets? 

LADT CHHiTEBN 

[With mock indignation.] Never bonnets, 
never. 

[Lady ChUtem goes out through the door 
leading to her boudoir,] 

SIB ROBERT CHILTEBN 

[Takes Lord Ooring's hand.] You have been 
a good friend to me, Arthur, a thoroughly good 
friend. 

LOBD GOBINa 

I don't know that I have been able to do much 
for you, Robert, as yet. In fact, I have not been 
able to do anything for you, as far as I can see. 
I am thoroughly disappoinled with myself. 

8IB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

You have enabled me to tell you the truth. 
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That is something. The truth has always 
stifled me. 

LOBD GOBINa 

Ah! the truth is a thing I get rid of as soon 
as possible! Bad habit, by the way. Makes 
one very unpopular at the club. . . . with the 
older members. They call it being conceited. 
Perhaps it is. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

I would to Qod that I had been able to tell the 
truth ... to live the truth. Ah ! that is the 
great thing in life, to live the truth. [Sighs 
and goes towards the door.] Ill see you soon 
again, Arthur, shan't If 

LOBD GOBING 

Certainly. Whenever you like. I'm going to 
look in at the Bachelors' Ball to-night, unless I 
find something better to do. But I'll come 
round to-morrow morning. If you should want 
me to-night by any chance, send round a note 
to Curzon Street. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILfl^EBN 

Thank you. 
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[As he reaches the door, Lady ChUiem enters 
from her boudoir.] 

LADY CHn/TEBN 

You are not going, Robert t 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

I have some letters to write, dear. 

LADT CHILTEBN 

[Going to him.] You work too hard, Eobert. 
You seem never to think of yourself, and you 
are looking so tired. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

It is nothing, dear, nothing. 

[He kisses her and goes out.] 

ti 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[To Lord Ooring.] Do sit down. I am 30 
glad you have called. I want to talk to you 
about . . . well, not about bonnets, or the 

# 

Woman's liiberal Association. You take far 
too much interest in the first subject, and not 
nearly enough in the second. 

LOBD GOBING 

You want to talk to me about Mrs. CheveleyT 
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LADT CHILTERN 

Yes. You have guessed it. After you left 
last night I found out that what she had said 
was really true. Of course I made Eobert write 
her a letter at once, withdrawing his promise. 

LOBD GORING 

So he gave me to understand. 

LADY CHHiTERN 

To have kept it would have been the first 
stain on a career that has been stainless always. 
Robert must be above reproach. He is not like 
other men. He cannot afford to do what other 
men do. [She looks at Lord Ooring, who re- 
mains silent. ] Don't you agree with met You 
are Robert's greatest friend. You are our great- 
est friend, Lord Goring. No one, except my- 
self, knows Robert better than you do. He 
has no secrets from me, and I don't think he has 
any from you. 

LORD GORIKQ 

He certainly has no secrets from me. At least 
I don't think so. 
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LADT CHJUTEBN 

Then am I not right in my estimate of himt 
I know I am right Bnt speak to me frankly. 

LOBD GOBmo 

[Looking straight at her.] Quite frankly t 

LADY CHHiTERN 

Surely. You have nothing to conceal, have 
yout 

LOBD GOBING 

Nothing. But, my dear Lady Chiltem, I 
think, if you will allow me to say so, that in 
practical life 

LADY CHn/TEBN 

[Smiling,] Of which you know so little, Lord 
(Joring 

LOBD GOBING 

Of which I know nothing by experience, 
though I know something by observation. I 
think that in practical life there is something 
about success, actual success, that is a little un- 
scrupulous, something about ambition that is 
unscrupulous always. Once a man has set his 
heart and soul on getting to a certain point, if 



<ai 
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he has to climb the crag, he climbs the crag; if 
he has to walk in the mire 

LADY GHILTEBN 

Wellt 

LOBD GOBINa 

He walks in the mire. Of course I am only 
talking generally about Ufe. 

LADT CHHiTEBN 

[Gravely.] I hope so. Why do you look at 
me 80 strangely, Lord Gtoringf 

LCOtD GORING 

Lady Chiltem, I have sometimes thought that 
. . . perhaps you are a little hard in your views 
on life. I think that . . . often you don't 
make sufficient allowances. In every nature 
there are elements of weakness, or worse than 
weakness. Supposing, for instance, that— that 
any public man, my father, or Lord Merton, or 
Robert, say, had, years ago, written some foolish 
letter to some one .... 

LADY GHILTEBN 

What do you mean by a foolish letter! 
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* 

LORD •GORING 

A letter gravely compromising one's position. 
I am only putting an imaginary case. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Robert is as incapable of doing a foolish thing 
as he is of doing a wrong thing. 

LORD GORING 

[After a long pause.] Nobody is incapable of 
doing a foolish thing. Nobody is incapable of 
doing a wrong thing. 

LADT GHILTERN 

Are you a Pessimist? What will the other 
dandies sayf They will all have to go into 
mourning. 

LORD GORING 

[Rising.] No, Lady Chiltem, I am not a Pes- 
simist. Indeed I am not sure that I quite know 
what Pessimism really means. All I do know 
is that life cannot be understood without much 
charity, cannot be lived without much charity. 
It is love, and not German philosophy, that is 
the true explanation of this world, whatever 
may be the explanation of the next And if you 
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are ever in trouble, Lady Chiltem, trust me ab- 
solutely, and I will help you in every way I can. 
If you ever want me, come to me for my assist- 
ance, and you shall have it. Come at once to 
me. 

hADY CHILTEBN 

[Looking at him in surprise.] Lord Gtoring, 
you are talking quite seriously. I don't think I 
ever heard you talk seriously before. 

LORD GORING 

[Laughing,] You must excuse me, Lady 
Chiltem. It won't occur again, if I can 
help it. 

LADY CHILTBRN 

But I like you to be serious. 

[Enter Mabel Chiltern, in the most ravishing 
frock,] 

MABEL CHn^TERN 

Dear Gertrude, don't say such a dreadful 
thing to Lord Goring. Seriousness would be 
very unbecoming to him. Good afternoon, Lord 
Goring ! Pray be as trivial as you can. 
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LORD GOBIKG 

I should like to, Miss Mabel, but I am afraid 
I am ... a little out of practice this morning; 
and besides, I have to be going now. 

MABEL CHHiTERN 

Just when I have come in! What dreadful 
manners you have! I am sure you were very 
badly brought up. 

LOBD GOBINQ 

I was. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

I wish I had brought you up ! 

LOBD GORING 

I am 80 sorry you didn't. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

It is too late now, I suppose? 

LOBD GOBING 

[SmiUng.] I am not so sure. 

MABEL GHn/TEBN 

Will you ride to-morrow morning! 
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LORD GORING 

Yes, at ten. 

MABEL. CHILTEBN 

Don't forget. 

LORD GORING 

Of course 1 shan't. By the way, Lady Chil- 
tem, there is no list of your guests in **The 
Morning Post" of to-day. It has apparently 
been crowded out by the County Council, or 
the Lambeth Conference, or something equally 
boring. Could you let me have a list t I have 
a particular reason for asking you. 

LADY GHULiTERN 

I am sure Mr. Traflford will be able to give 
you one. 

LORD GORING 

Thanks, so much. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Tommy is the mOst useful person in London. 

LORD GORING 

[Turning to her.]* And who is the most orna- 
mental? 
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MABEL CHILTERN 

J 

[Triumphantly.] I am. 

LOBD GORING 

How clever of yon to guete it! [Takes up his 
hat and cane.] Good-bye, Lady Chiltem! Tou 
will remember what I said to you, won't yont 

LADY GHSLiTERN 

Tes; bnt I don't know why yon said it to me. 

LOBD GORING 

I hardly know myself. Good-bye, Miss Ma- 
bel! 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

[With a little move of disappointment.] I 
wish yon were not going. I have had four won- 
derful adventures this morning; four and a 
half, in fact. Yon might stop and listen to 
some of them. 

LOBD GOBING i 

How very selfish of you to have four and a 
half 1 There won't be any left for me. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

I don't want you to have any. They would 
not be good for you. 
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LORD 60B1XG 

That is the first unkind thing you have ever 
said to me. How charmingly yon said it ! Ten 
to-morrow. 

MABEL CHn/TEBN 

Sharp. 

LORD GORINO 

Quite sharp. But don't bring Mr. Trafford. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

[With a little toss of the head,] Of course 
I shan't bring Tommy Traflford. Tommy Traf- 
ford is in great disgrace. 

LORD GORING 

I am delighted to hear it. [Bows and go%s 
out.] 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Gertrude, I wish you would speak to Tommy 
Traflford. 

LADY CHILTERN 

What has poor Mr. Trafford done this timet 
Robert says he is the best secretary he has ever 
had. 
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MABEL CHU/TERN 

Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. 
Tommy really does nothing but propose to me. 
He proposed to me last night in the mnsic-room, 
when I was quite unprotected, as there was an 
elaborate trio going on. I didn't dare to make 
the smallest repartee, I need hardly tell you. 
If I had^ it would have stopped the music at 
once. Musical people are so absurdly unrea- 
sonable. They always want one to be perfectly 
dumb at the very moment when one is longing 
to* be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me 
in broad daylight this morning, in front of 
that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the 
things that go on in front of that work of art 
are quite appalling. The police should inter- 
fere. At luncheon I saw by the glare in his 
eye that be was going to propose again, and I 
just managed to check him in time by assur- 
ing him that I was a bimetaUist. Fortu- 
nately I don't know what bimetallism means. 
And I don't believe anybody else does either. 
But the observation crushed Tommy for ten min- 
utes. He looked quite shocked. And then 
Tommy is so annoying in the way he proposes. 
If he proposed at the top of his voice, I should 
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not mind so much. ThsX might produce some 
effect on the public. But he does it in a horrid 
confidential way. When Tommy wants to be 
romantic he talks to one just like a doctor. I 
am very fond of Tommy, but his methods of 
proposing are quite out of date. I wish, Ger- 
trude, you would speak to him, and tell him 
that once a week is quite often enough to pro- 
pose to anyone, and that it should always be 
done in a manner that attracts some attention. 

LADY CHnjTEBN 

Dear Mabel, don't talk like that. Besides, 
Robert thinks very highly of Mr. Trafford. He 
believes he has a brillant future before him. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

Oh! I wouldn't marry a man with a future 
before him for anything under the sun. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Mabel I 

HABEL CHUiTEBN 

I know, dear. You married a man with a 
future, didn't yout But then Robert was a 
genius, and you have a noble, self-sacrificing 
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character. You can stand geniuses. I have no 
character at all, and Robert is the only genius I 
could ever bear. As a rule, I think they are 
quite impossible. Geniuses talk so much, don't 
they f Such a bad habit ! And they are always 
thinking about themselves, when I want them to 
be thinking about me. I must go round now and 
rehearse at Lady Basildon's. You remember, 
we are having tableaux, don't yout The Tri- 
umph of something, I don't know what! I hope 
it will be triumph of me. Only triumph I am 
really interested in at present. [Kisses Lady 
Chiltern and goes out; then comes running 
back,] Oh, Gertrude, do you know who is com- 
ing to see yout That dreadful Mrs. Cheveley, 
in a most lovely gown. Did you ask hert 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Rising.] Mrs. Cheveley! Coming to see 
me t Impossible ! 

MABEL CHn/TEBN 

I assure you she is coming upstairs, as large 
as life and not nearly so natural. 

LADY CHn/TERN 

You need not wait, Mabel. Remember, Lady 
Basildon is expecting you. 
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MABEL OHIUrBBN 

Oh! I must shake hands with Lady Markby. 
She is delightful. I love being scolded by her. 

[Enter Mason.] 

MASON 

Lady Markby. Mrs. Cheveley. 

[Enter Lady Markby and Mrs. Cheveley.] 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Advancing to meet them.] Dear Lady 
Markby, how nice of you to come and see me ! 
[Shakes hands with her, and bows somewhat 
distantly to Mrs. Cheveley.] Won't you sit 
down, Mrs. Cheveley? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Thanks. Isn't that Miss Chiltemt I should 
like so poinch to know her. 

LADY CHILTEBK 

Mabel, Mrs. Cheveley wishes to know you. 
[Mabel ChUtem gives a little nod.] 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Sitting down.] I thought your frock so 
charming last night, Miss Chiltern. So simple 
and . . . suitable. 



\ 
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MABEL CHHjTEBN 

Really t I most tell my dressmaker. It will 
be sach a surprise to her. <jk)od-byey Lady 
Markby ! 

LADY MA&KBY 

Ooing already t 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

I am SO sorry but I am obliged to. I am just 
off to rehearsal. I have got to stand on my head 
in some tableaux. 

LADY MARKBY 

On your head, child t Oh, I hope not. I be- 
lieve it is most unhealthy. [Takes a seat on the 
sofa next Lady Chiltem.] 

MABEL CHUiTEBN 

But it is for an exeelleift charity; in aid of 
the Undeserving, the only people I am really in- 
terested in. I am the secretary, and Tommy 
Trafford is treasurer. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

And what is Lord Qoringf 

MABEL CHUiTERN 

Oh! Lord Goring is president. 
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MBS. CHEVELEY 

The post should suit him admirably, unless 
he has deteriorated since I knew him first. 

LADY HABEBY 

[Reflecting.] You are remarkably modem, 
Mabel. A little too modem, perhaps. Nothing 
is so dangerous as being too modem. One is 
apt to grow old-fashioned quite suddenly. I 
have known many instances of it, 

MABEL GHILTERN 

What a dreadful prospect! 

LADY MAREBY 

Ah, my dear, you need not be nervous. You 
will always be as pretty as possible. That is 
the best fashion there is, and the only fashion 
that England succeeds in setting. 

HABEL GHILTEBN 

[With a curtsey.] Thank you so much, Lady 
Markby, for England . . . and myself. [Ooes 
out.] 

liADY MAREBY 

[Turning to Lady Chiltern.] Dear Gertrude, 
we just called to know if Mrs. Cheveley's dia- 
mond brooch has been found. 
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LADY CHILTEBN 

Heret 

MBS. CBEVELEY 

Tes. I missed it when I got back to Clar- 
idge's, and I thought I might possibly have 
dropped it here. 

LADY GHn/TERN 

I have heard nothing about it. But I will 
send for the butler and ask. [Touches the 
heU.] 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Oh, pray don't trouble, Lady Chiltem. I 
daresay I lost it at the Opera before we came 
on here. 

LADY MABKBY 

Ah yes, I suppose it must have been at the 
Opera. The fact is, we all scramble and jostle 
so much nowadays that I wonder we have any- 
thing at all left on us at the end of an evening. 
I know myself that, when I am coming back 
from the Drawing Room, I always feel as if I 
hadn't a shred on me, except a small shred of 
decent reputation, just enough to prevent the 



«■ 
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lower classes making painful observations 
though the windows of the carriage. The fact 
is that our Society is terribly overpopulated. 
Really, some one should arrange a proper 
scheme of assisted emigration. - It would do a 
great deal of good. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

I quite agree with you, Lady Markby. It is 
nearly six years since I have been in London 
for the season, and I must say Society has be- 
come dreadfully mixed. One sees the oddest 
people everywhere. 

LADY IffABKBY 

That is quite true, dear. But one needn't 
know them. I'm sure I don't know half the 
people who come to my house. Indeed, f roia t^ll 
I hear, I shouldn't like to. 

[Enter Mason.] 

LADY CHILTERN 

What sort of a brooch was it that you lost, 
Mrs. Cheveleyf 

MBS. OHEVELEY 

A diamond snake-brooch, with a ruby, a 
rather large ruby? 
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LADT MASKBT 

f 

I thought you said there was a sapphire on 
the head, deart 

JIBS. CHEVELET 

[Smiling.] No, Lady Markby— a ruby. 

LADY MARKBY 

[Nodding her head.] And very becoming, I 
am quite sure. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Has a ruby and diamond brooch been found 
in any of the rooms this morning, Mason f 

MASON 

No, my lady. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

It really is of no consequence, Lady Chiltern. 
I am so sorry to have put you to any inconveni- 
ence. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Coldly.] Oh, it has been no inconvenience. 
That will do, Mason. You can bring tea. 

[Exit Mason.] 
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LADY MABEBY 

WeU, I must say it is most annoying to lose 
anything. I remember once at Bath, years ago, 
losing in the Pump Room an exceedingly hand- 
some cameo bracelet that Sir John had given 
me. I don't think he has ever given me any- 
thing sinoe, I am sorry to say. He has sadly 
degenerated. Really, this horrid House of Com- 
mons quite ruins our husbands for us. I think 
the Lower House by far the greatest blow to a 
happy married life that there has been since 
that terrible thing called Hie Higher Education 
of Women was invented. 

LADY CHnJTEBN 

Ah, it is heresy to say that in this house, 
Lady Markby. Robert is a great champion of 
the Higher Education of Women, and so, I am 
afraid, am I. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

The higher education of men is what I should 
like to see. Men need it so sadly. 

LADY MARKBY 

They do, dear. But I am afraid such a 
scheme would be quite unpractical. I don*t 
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think man has mnch capacitj for development. 
He has got as far as he can, and that is not far, 
is it! With regard to women, well, dear Ger- 
trude, you belong to the younger generation, 
and I am sure it is all right if you approve of it. 
In my time, of course, we were taught not to 
understand anything. That was the old sys- 
tem, and wonderfully interesting it was. I as- 
sure you that the amount of things I and my 
poor dear sister were taught not to understand 
was quite extraordinary. But modem women 
understand everything, I am told. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

Except their husbands. That is the one thing 
the modem woman never understands. 

LADY MABKBY 

And a very good thing, too, dear, I daresay. 
It might break up many a happy home if they 
did. Not yours, I need hardly say, Gertrude. 
You have married a pattern husband. I wish 
I could say as much for myself. But since Sir 
John has taken to attending the debates regu- 
larly, which he never used to do in the good old 
days, his language has become quite impossible. 
He always seems to think that he is addressing 
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the HoBse and consequently whenever he dis- 
cusses the state of the agricultural labourer, or 
the Welsh Church, or something quite improper 
of that kind, I am obliged to send all the serv- 
ants out of the room. It is not pleasant to see 
one's own butler, who has been with one for 
twenty-three years, actually blushing at the 
sideboard, and the footmen making contortions 
in comers like persons in circuses. I assure you 
my life will be quite ruined unless they send 
John at once to the Upper House. He won't 
take any interest in politics then, will he t The 
House of Lords is so sensible. An assembly of 
gentlemen. But in his present state, Sir John 
is really a great trial. Why, this morning be- 
fore breakfast was half over, he stood up on 
the hearthrug, put his hands in his pockets, and 
appealed to the country at the top of his voice. 
I left the table as soon as I had my second cup 
of tea, I need hardly say. But his violent lan- 
guage could be heard all over the house! I 
trust, Gertrude, that Sir Robert is not like that t 

LADY CHn/TEBN 

But I am very much interested in polities. 
Lady Markby. I love to hear Robert talk about 
them. 
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LADY MABKBY 

Well, I hope he is not as devoted to Blue 
Books as Sir John is. I don't think they can 
be quite improving reading for anyone. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Languidly.] I have never read a Blue Book. 
I prefer books ... in yellow covers. 

LADY MABEBY 

[OeniaUy unconscious,] Yellow is a gayer 
colour, is it nott I used to wear yellow a good 
deal in my early days, and would do so now if 
Sir John was not so painfully personal in his 
observations, and a man on the question of dress 
is always ridiculous, is he not? 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Oh, no I I think men are the only authorities 
on dress. 

LADY MABEBY 

Really t One wouldn't say so from the sort 
of hats they wear, would one 1 

[The butler enters, followed hy the footman. 
Tea is set on a snuM table close to Lady ChU- 
tern.] 
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LADT CHILTEBN 

May I give you some tea, Mrs. Cheveley f 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Thanks. [The butler hands Mrs, Cheveley a 
cup of tea on a salver,] 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Some tea, Lady Markbyf 

LADY MAREBY 

No thanks dear. [The servants go out,] The 
fact is, I have promised to go round for ten min- 
utes to see poor Lady Brancaster, who is in very 
great trouble. Her daughter, quite a well- 
brought-up girl, too, has actually become en- 
gaged to be married to a curate in Shropshire. 
It is very sad, very sad indeed. I can't under- 
stand this modem mania for curates. In my 
time we girls saw them, of course, running about 
the place like rabbits. But we never took any 
notice of them, I need hardly say. But I am 
told that nowadays country society is quite 
honeycombed with them. I think it most irre- 
ligious. And then the eldest son has quarrelled 
with his father, and it is said that when they 
meet at the club Lord Branca^ster always hides 
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himself behind the money article in '^The 
Times." However, I believe that is quite a 
common occurrence nowadays and that they 
have to take in extra copies of ''T^e Times" at 
all the clubs in St. James's Street; there are so 
many sons who won't have anything to do with 
their fathers, and so many fathers who won't 
speak to their sons. I think myself, it is very 
much to be regretted. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

So do I. Fathers have so much to learn from 
their sons nowadays. 

LADY MABEBT 

Really, dearf What! 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

The art of living. The only really Fine Art 
we have produced in modem times. 

LADY MABEBY 

[Shaking her head.] Ah I I am afraid Lord 
Brancaster knew a good deal about that. More 
than his poor wife ever did. [Turning to Lady 
ChUtem.] You know Lady Brancaster, don't 
you, dear f 
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LADY CHILTEBN 

Just slightly. She was staying at Langston 
last autumn, when we were there. 

LADY MABEBY 

Well, like all stout women, she looks the very 
picture of happiness, as no doubt you noticed. 
But there are many tragedies in her family, be- 
sides this affair of the curate. Her own sister, 
Mrs. Jekyll, had a most unhappy life; through 
no fault of her own, I am sorry to say. She ulti- 
mately was so broken-hearted that she went into 
a convent, or on to the operatic stage, I forget 
which. No; I think it was decorative art-needle- 
work she took up. I know she had lost all sense 
of pleasure in life. [Rising.] And now, Ger- 
trude, if you will allow me, I shall leave Mrs. 
Cheveley in your charge and call back for her 
in a quarter of an hour. Or perhaps, dear Mrs. 
Cheveley, you wouldn't mind waiting in the 
carriage while I am with Lady Brancaster. As 
I intend it to be a visit of condolence, I shan't 
stay long. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Rising.] I don't mind waiting in the car- 
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riage at all, provided tfatere is somebody 'to look 
. at one. 



LADT HABKBY 

Well, I hear the curate is always prowling 

ahout the house. 

■ 
* - * 

MRS. GHBVElkET 

• « 

.1 am' afraid I wi not fond of girl. friends. 

i ' 

I 

LAinr CHILTHBN 

Rising.]. *0b, I hope Mrs. Cheveley will stay 
here a little. I should Uke to hare a few mih- 

utes' conversation with her. 

* • ' . . . 

MKS. CHElVfiLET ' ' 

How very* kind crf'ydu, Lady Chilterh! .Be- 

lieve me, * nothing would give' me greater 

* 

pleasure. ' . . • ; ' 

* 

LADY 3f,ABEBY . ' ' 

^! no- doubt you both have many pleasant 
reminii^eences of your schooldays to' talk over to- 
gether.* Good-bye, dear Gertrude! Shall I see 
you .at Lady Bonar's to-night T She has ditoov- 
ered a wonderful new^ genius. He does . . . 
nothing' at a^, I belieye. , That is a great cdm- 
fort, is it n6tt 
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LADY CHILTEBN 

Robejrt and I are dining at home by ourselves 
to-night, and I don't think I shall go anywhere 
afterwards. Robert, of course, will have to be 
in the House. But there is nothing interesting 
on. 

LADY MABKBY 

Dining at home by 'yourselves? Is that quite 
prudent? Ah, I forgot, your husband is an 
exception. Mine is the general rule, and nothing 
ages a woman so rapidly as having married the 
general rule. [Exit Lady Markby.] 

M98. CHEVELEY 

Wonderful woman. Lady Markby, isn't shef 
Talks more and says less than anybody I ever 
met. She is made to be a public speaker. Much 
more so than her husband, though he is a typical 
Englishman, always dull and usually violent. 

LADY CHILTERN 

[Miikes no answer* hut remains standing. 
There is a pause. Then the eyes of the two 
women meet. Lady ChUtem looks stem and 
pale. Mrs. Cheveley seems rather amtised.] Mrs. 
Cheveley, I think it is right to teH you quite 
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frankly that, had I known who you really were, 
I should not have invited you to my house last 
night 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[With an impertinent smile.] Really t 

LADT CHniTEBN 

I could not have done so. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

I see that after all these years you have not 
changed a bit, Gertrude. 

LADY CHH/TEBN 

I never change. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Elevating her eyebrows.] Then life has 
taught you nothing t 

LADY CHn/TEBN 

It has taught me that a person who has once 
been guilty of a dishonest and dishonourable ac- 
tion may be guilty of it a second time, and 
should be shunned. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Would you apply that rule to everyone t 
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» f 

LADT CHILTERN 

YeB, to everyone, without exceptipiu 

« 

MB8. CHEVELEY 

Then I am sorry for you, Gertrude, verysorry 
for you. 

« 

LADT CHILTEBN ! * 

You see bow, I am sure, that for many rca- 
sons any further acquaintance between us dur- 
ing your stay in London is quite impossible t . 

MBS. CHEVELBY . 

[Leaning back in her chair.] Do yoxi know, 
Gertrude, I don't mind your talhing morality a 
bit. Morality is simply the attitude we adept 
towards people whom we personally dislike. 
You dislike me. I am quite aware of that. And 
I have always detested you. And yet I have 
come here to do you a service. 

LADY CHILTfiBN 

[Contemptuously.] Like the service. -you 
wished to render my husband; last night, I sup- 
pose. Thank heaven, I saved him from' that 

* 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Starting to her feet.] It was you who made 
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him write that insolent letter to mef It wm 
yon who made him break his promise ! 

LADY CtilLTEBN 

YeB. 

MRS. CHEVEUCT 

Then you must make him keep it. J give you * 
till to-morrow morning— no more.* If by that 
time your husband does not solemnly bind him- 
self to help me in this great scheme in which I 
am interested 

LJUltr OHU.TERN 

This fraudulent speculation ' * 

ICRS. C^EVELET 

Call- it what you choose. I l|old your husband 
in the hollow of my hand, and if you are wise 
you will make him do what I tell him. 

LADY ckniiTERN 

< 

[Rising and going, toivards hen] You are 
impertinent. What has my husband/ta do with 
you? With a woman like yout 

MB8. cfaBVELEY 

[With a hitter laugh.] fn this. world like 
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meets with like. It is because your husband is 
himself fraudulent and dishonest that We pair 
so well together. Between you and him there 
are chasms. He and I are closer than friends. 
We are enemies linked together. The same sin 
binds us. 

LADY OHILTEBN 

How dare you class my husband with your- 
self! How dare you threaten him or me t Leave 
my house. You are unfit to enter it. 

[Sir Robert Chiltem enters from behind. He 
hears his wife*s last words, and sees to wham 
they are addressed. He grows deadly pale.] 

HB6. CHEVELET 

Your house ! A house bought with the price 
of dishonour. A house, everything in which has 
been paid for by fraud. [Turns round and sees 
Sir Robert Chiltem.] Ask him what the origin 
of his fortune is ! Get him to tell you how he 
sold to a stockbroker a Cabinet secret. Learn 
from him to what you owe your position. 

LADT OHILTEBN 

It is not true ! Robert ! It is not true ! 
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MBS. CfiEVELEY 

[Pointing at him with outstretched finger.] 
Look at him! Can he deny itt Does he dare 
.tof 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Go! Go at once. You have done your worst 
now. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

My worst f I have not yet finished with you, 
with either of you. I give you both till to- 
morrow at noon. If by then you don't do what 
I bid you to do, the whole world shall know the 
origin of Robert Chiltem. 

[Sir Bohert Chiltem strikes the beU. Enter 
Mason.] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Show Mrs. Cheveley out. 

[Mrs. Cheveley starts; then hows with some- 
what exaggerated politeness to Lady Chiltem, 
who makes no sign of response. As she passes 
by Sir Bohert Chiltem, who is standing dose to 
the door, she pauses for a moment and looks him 
straight in the face. She then goes out, fd- 
lowed hy the' servant, who closes the door after 
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Mm, The httsband and wife are leff^ alone. , 
Lady ChUtem stands like same one in a dTead- 
fvl dream. Then she turns rdund aril looks at 
her htteband. She looks at him tuith strange, 
eyes, (u thotigh she-iuiu seeing him for ihe first 
time,] . • ^ 

LADY q^TpUr ... 

You sold & Cabinet secreft tor money } Yorf 
began your life with f raujd I You built up your 
career on dishonour ! Oh, tell* me it is not true I 

Lie to me! Lie to me ! Tell me it is not true ! 

• * ... 

• « 

. SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN * • * • 

What "this woman said is quite* true., But, 
Gertrude, listen to me. You don't realize how 
I was tempted. Let me tell you the whole thing. 
[Gfoes towards her.] 

liADT CmLTBBN . ' . 

Don't come near. me. Don't toudh me. I 
•feelas il you had soiled me forever; Oh-f what 
a mask you. have been' wearing all these years I 
A horrible painted mask ! You ctold ^ourself 
for; money. Oh ! a eommoA thief were better [ 
You put yourself up to sale to the highest bid- 
der! You were bought in the market* You. 



* t 
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lied to the whole world. * And yet you will not 

* 

lie to me. 

SIBBOdEBT GHII^'EBN . 

ft 

IBtuhing towards her.] Gertrude! Gertrude I . 

LADY GHILTEto 

[Thrusting, him back with outstretched 
hands.] No, don't speak! Say nothing! Your 
voice wakes terrible memories—memories of 
things that miule me love you— memories of. 
werds that made me love you—memories ftat 

I 

now are horrible to me. And how I w(»rshipped 
you ! You were to me something apart from 

r 

common life, a thing pure, noble, honest, with-* 
out stain. The world seejned to me finer *be« 
cause you were in it, and goodness more real 
because you lived.. And now — oh, when I think 
that I, made of a- man like you my ideal! the 
ideal of my life ! 

SIB BOBEBT CHRiTEBN 

There was your mistake. There was your 
error. The error all women commit. Whji^ 
can't you women love us, faults and allf Why 
do you place us on monstrous pedestals! Wei 
have all feet of clay, women as well as men;. 
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bat when we men love women, we love them 
knowing their weaknesses, their follies, their im- 
perfections, love them all the more, it may be, 
for that reason. It is not the perfect, but the 
imperfect, who have need of love. It is when 
we are wounded by our own hands, or by the 
hands of others, that love should come to cure 
us— else what use is love at all? All sins, ex- 
cept a sin against itself. Love should forgive. 
All lives, save loveless lives, true Love should 
pavdon. A man's love is like that. It is wider, 
larger, more human than a woman's. Women 
think that they are making ideals of men. What 
they are making of us are false idols merely. 
You made your false idol of me, and I had not 
the courage to come down, show you my 
wounds, tell you my weaknesses. I was afraid 
that I might lose your love, as I have lost it 
now. And so, last night you ruined my life 
for me— yes, ruined it ! What this woman asked 
of me was nothing compared to what she of- 
fered to me. She offered security, peace, sta- 
bility. The sin of my youth, that I had thought 
was buried, rose up in front of me, hideous, 
horrible, with its hands at my throat. I could 
have killed it for ever, sent it back into its tomb, 
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destroyed its record, burned the one witness 
against me. Yon prevented me. No one but 
you, you know it. And now what is there be- 
fore me but public disgrace, ruin, terrible 
shame, the mockery of the world, a lonely dis- 
honoured life, a lonely dishonoured death, it 
may be, some dayt Let women make no more 
ideals of men ! let them not put them on altars 
and bow before them, or they may ruin other 
lives as completely as you— you whom I have so 
wildly loved— have ruined mine! 

[He passes from the room. Lady Chiltem 
rushes towards him, hut the door is closed when 
she reaches it. Pale with angudsh, bemldered, 

« 

helpless, she sways like a plant in the water. 
Her hands, outstretched, seem to tremble in the 
air like blossoms in the wind. Then she flings 
herself down beside a sofa and buries her face. 
Her sobs are Uke the sobs of a child.] 

Act-Deop. 



.» 



* • 



THIRD ACT. 



ScBNB— Tfce Library in Lord Chring's house. 
An Adams room. On the right is the door lead- 
ing into the haU. On the left, the door of the 
smoking-room. A pair of folding doors at the 
, back open into the drawing-roomi. The fire is 
, Ut. Phipps, the butler, is arranging some news- 
* papers on the writing-table. The distinction^ of 
Phipps is his impassivity. He has been termed 
by enthusiasts the Ideal Butler. The Sphinx 
is not so incommunicable. He is a rhask unth a 
manner. Of his intellectual or emotional Ufe 
history knows nothing. He represents the domi- 
nance of form. 

[Enter Lord. Ooring in evening dress unth a 
buttonhole. He is wearing a sUk hat and Inver- 
ness cape. White-gloved, he carries' a- Louis 
"Seize cane. His are all the delicQte fopperies of 

81T 
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Fashion, One sees thai he stands in immediate 
relation to modern life, makes it indeed, and so 
nuuters it. He is the first well-dressed philoso- 
pher in the history of thought] 

LORD GORING 

Got my second buttonhole for me, Phipp&t 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. [Takes his hat, cane and cape, 
and presents new buttonhole on salver.] 

LORD GORING 

Rather distinguished thing, Phipps. I am the 
only person of the smallest importance in Lon- 
don at present who wears a buttonhole. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my Lord, I have observed that. 

LORD GORING 

[Taking out old buttonhole. ] You see, 
Phipps, Fashion is what one wears oneself. 
What is unfashionable is what other people 
wear. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 
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LORD GORINO 

Just as vulgarity is simply the conduct of 
other people. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD GORING 

[Putting in new buttonhole.] And falsehoods 
the truths of other people. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD GORING 

Other people are quite dreadful. The only 
possible society is oneself. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD GORING 

To love oneself is the beginning of a life-long 
romance, Phipps. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 
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LOBD OORINO 

[LooJUng at himself in the gla88.\ Don't 
think I quite like this buttonhole, Phipps. 
Makes .me look a little too old. Makes me almost 
in the prime of life, eh, Phipp6f 

PHIPPS 

t 

I don't observe any alteration in your lord- 
ship/s appearance. 

LORD GORING 

You don't, Hiippsf 

PHIPPS 

No, my lord. 

LORD GORING 

I am not quite sure. For the future a more 
trivial buttonhole, Phipps, on Thursday eve- 
nings. 

PHIPPS 

I' will speak to the florist, my lord. She has 
had a loss in her family lately, which perhaps 
accounts for the lack of triviality your lord- 
ship Qomplains of in the buttonhole. 
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LORD GORING 

Extraordinary thing abont the lower classes in 
England— they are always losing their relations. 



Yes, my lord ! They are extremely fortunate 
in that respect. 

LORD GORING 

[Turns round and looks at him. Phipps re- 
mains impassive.] Hum ! Any letters, Phipps T 



Three, my lord. [Hands letters on a salver.] 

LORD GORING 

[Takes letters.] Want my cab round in 
twenty minutes. 



Yes, my lord. [Goes towards door.] 

LORD GORING 

[Holds up letter in pink envelope.] Ahem I 
Phipps, when did this letter arrive f 



It was brought by hand just after your lord- 
diip went to the Club. 
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LORD GOBING 

That will do. [Exit Phipps.] Lady Chil- 
tem's handwriting on Lady Chiltern's pink 
notepaper. That is rather curious. I thought 
Robert was to write. Wonder what Lady Chil- 
tem has got to say to me? [Sits at bureau 
and opens letter, and reads it,] **I want 
you. I trust you. I am coming to you. Ger- 
trude." [Puts down the letter with a puzzled 
look. Then takes it up, and reads it again 
slowly,] **I want you. I trust you. I am com- 
ing to you." So she has found out everything! 
Poor woman! Poor woman! [PuUs out watch 
and looks at it.] But what an hour to call ! Ten 
o'x^lock! I shall have to give up going to the 
Berkshires. However, it is always nice to be 
expected, and not to arrive. I am not expected 
at the Bachelors', so I shall certainly go there. 
Well, I will make her stand by her husband. 
That is the only thing for her to do. That is 
the only thing for any woman to do. It is the 
growth of the moral sense in women that makes 
marriage such a hopeless, one-sided institution. 
Ten o'clock. She should be here soon. I must 
tell Phipps I am not in to anyone else. [Ooes 
towards hell,] 
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[Enter Phipps,] 

PHIPPS 

Lord Caversham. 

IX)RD OOBING 

Oh, why will parents always appear at the 
wrong time? Some extraordinary mistake in 
nature, I suppose. [Enter Lord Caversham.] 
Delighted to see you, my dear father. [Ooes to 
meet him.] 

LORD CAVEBSHAH' 

Take my cloak off. 

LOBD GORING 

Is it worth while, father t 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Of course it is worth while, sir. Which is the 
most comfortable chair f 

LORD GORING 

This one, father. It is the chair I use myself, 
when I have visitors. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Thank ye. No draught, I hope, in this room f 
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LCMKD GOBINO 

No, father. 

LOBD CAVEB8HAM 

[Sitting dawn.] Olad to hear it. Can't stand 
draughts. No draughts at home. 

LORD OOBINO 

Good many breezes, father. 

LORD CAVEB8HAM 

Eh f Eh T Don 't understand what you mean. 
Want to have a serious conversation with you, 
sir. 

LOBD GOBINO 

My dear father! At this hourt 

LOBD CAVEBSHAH 

Well, sir, it is only ten o'clock. What is your 
objection to the hourt I think the hour is an 
admirable hour! 

LOBD GOBINO 

Well, the fact is, father, this is not my day for 
talking seriously. I am very sorry, but it is not 
my day. 
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LOBD CAVBRSHAM 

What do yon mean, sirt 

LORD GORING 

Dnring the season, father, I only talk seri- 
onsly on the first Tuesday in every month, from 
four to seven. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Well, make it Tuesday, sir, make it Tuesday. 

LORD GORING 

But it is after seven, father, and my doctor 
says I must not have any serious conversation 
after seven. It makes me talk in my sleep. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Talk in your sleep, sir T What does that mat- 
ter! You are not married. 

LORD GORING 

No, father, I am not married. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Hum! That is what I have come to talk to 
you about, sir. Tou have got to get married, 
and at once. Why, when I was your age, sir, 
I had been an inconsolable widower for three 
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months, and was already paying my addresses 
to your admirable mother. Damme, sir, it is 
your duly to get married. You can't be always 
living for pleasure. Every man of position is 
married nowadays. Bachelors are not fashion- 
able any more. They are a damaged lot. Too 
much is known about them. You must get a 
wife, sir. Look where your friend Robert Chil- 
tern has got to by probity, hard work, and a 
sensible marriage with a good wom^in. Why 
don't you imitate him, sir! Why don't you 
take him for your model f 

LORD GOBINO 

I think I shall, father. 

LORD CAVEB8HAM 

I wish you would, sir. Then I should be 
happy. At present I make your mother's life 
miserable on your account. You are heartless, 
sir, quite heartl^ss^ 

LORD GORINO 

I hope not, father. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

And it is high time for you to get married. 
You are thirty-four years of age, sir. 
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LORD GORING 

Yes, father, but I only admit to thirty-two— 
thirty-one and a half when I have a really good 
buttonhole. This buttonhole is not . . . 
trivial enough. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

I tell you you are thirty-four, sir. And there 
is a draught in your room, besides, which makes 
your conduct worse. Why did you tell me there 
was no draught, sirt I feel a draught, sir, I 
feel it distinctly. 

LORD GORING 

So do I, father. It is a dreadful draught. I 
will come and see you to-morrow, father. We 
can talk over anything you like. Let me help 
you on with your cloak, father. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

No, sir ; I have called this evening for a defi- 
nite purpose, and I am going to see it through 
at all costs to my health or yours. Put down 
my cloak, sir. 

LORD GORING 

Certainly, father. But let us go into an- 
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other room. [Rings heU.] There is a dreadful 
draught here. [Enter Phipps.] Phipps, is 
there a good fire in the smoking-room t 



Yes, my lord. 

LORD GOBINQ 

Come in there, father. Your sneezes are quite 
heart-rending. 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

Well, sir, I suppose I have a right to sneeze 
when I choose? 

LOBD GORINQ 

[Apologetically,] Quite so, father. I was 
merely expressing sympathy. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Oh, damn sympathy. There is a great deal 
too much of that sort of thing going on nowa- 
days. 

LORD GORINQ 

I quite agree with you, father. If there was 
less sympathy in the world there would be less 
trouble in the world. 
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LORD 0AVBB8HAM 

[Going towards ihe smohing-room.] That is 
a paradox, sir. I liate paradoxes. 

LORD GORING 

So do I, father. Everybody one meets is a 
paradox nowadays. It is a great bore. It makes 
society so obvious. 

LORD CAVERSHAH 

[Turning round and looking at his son he- 
neath his bushy eyebrows.] Do you always 
really understand what you say, sirt 

LORD GORING 

[After some hesitation.] Yes, father, if I 
listen attentively. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

[Indignantly.] If you listen attentively! . . . 
Conceited young puppy! 

[Goes off grumbling into the smoking-room. 
Phipps enters.] 

LORD G0RINt3 

Phipps, there is a lady coming to see me this 
evening on particular business. Show her into 
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the drawing-room when she arrives. Yon under- 
stand f 

PHIFPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD GORINO 

It is a matter of the gravest importance, 
Phipps. 

PHIPPS 

I understand, my lord. 

LOBD GOBINO 

No one else is to be admitted, nnder any cir- 
cnmstances. 



I understand, my lord. [BM ring$.] 

LORD GOBINa 

Ah, tibat is probably the lady. I shall see her 
myself. 

[Just as he is going towards the door Lord 
Caver sham enters from the smoking-room.] 

LORD CAVEB8HAM 

Well, sir T am I to wait attendance on you t 
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LOBD GOBINQ 

[tlonsiderably perplexed.] In a moment, 
father. Do excuse me. [Lord Caverskam goes 
hack.] Well, remember my instructions, Phipps 
—into that room. 

PHIPPS 

Tes, my lord. 

[Lord Ooring goes into the smoking-roo^n. 
Harold, the footman, shows Mrs. Cheveley in. 
Lamia-like, she is in green and silver. She has 
a cloak of black satin, lined with dead rose-leaf 
sUk.] 

HAROLD 

What name, madam T 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[To Phipps, who advances towards her.] Is 
Lord Ooring not here! I was told he was at 
home. 

PHIPPS 

His lordship is engaged at present with Lord 
CaTersham, madam. 

[Turns a cold, glassy eye on Harold, who at 
once retires.] 
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MB8. CHEVELET 

[To herself.] How very filial! 

PHIPPS 

His lord^ip told me to ask yon, madam, to 
be kind enough to wait in the drawing-room for 
him. His lordship will come to you there. 

HRS. CHEVELET 

[With a look of surprise.] Lord (Coring ex- 
pects met 

PHIPPS 

Yes, madam. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Are you quite sure f 

PHIPPS 

His lordship told me that if a lady called I 
was to ask her to wait in the drawing-room. 
[Ooes to the door of the drawing-room and opens 
it.] His lordship's directions on the subject 
were very precise. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

[To herself.] How thoughtful of him I To 
expect the unexpected shows a thoroughly mod- 
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em intellect. [Ooes towards the drawing-room 
and looks in.] Ugh ! How dreary a bachelor's 
drawing-room always looks. I shall have to al- 
ter all this. [Phipps brings the lamp from the 
wrtting-tdble.] No, I don't care for that lamp. 
It is far too glaring. Light some candles. 

PHIPPS 

[Beplaces lamp.] Certainly, madam. 

MBS. CHEYELEY 

I hope the candles have very becoming shades. 

PHIPPS 

We have had no complaints abont them, mad- 
am, as yet. 

[Passes into the drawing-room and begins to 
light the candles.] 

MBS. CHEVELET 

[To herself.] I wonder what woman he is 
waiting for to-night. It will be delightful to 
catch him. Men always look so silly when they 
are caught. And they are always being caught. 
[Looks about room and approaches the writing- 
tahle.] What a very interesting room I What 
a very interesting picture I Wonder what his 
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correepondenoe is like. [Takes up letters,] Oh, 
what a very uninteresting correspondence ! Bills 
and cards, debts and dowagers! Who on earth 
writes to him on pink paper! How silly to 
write on pink paper! It looks like the be- 
ginning of a middle-class romance. Romance 
should never begin with sentiment. It should 
begin with science and end with a settlement. 
[Puts letter down, then takes it up again.] I 
know that handwriting. That is Gkrtrude Chil- 
tern's. I remember it perfectly. The ten com- 
mandments in every stroke of the pen, and the 
moral law all over the page. Wonder what Ger- 
trude is writing to him about f Something hor- 
rid about me, I suppose. How I detest that 
woman! [Beads it.] ''I trust you. I want 
you. I am coming to you. Qertrude." **I 
trust you. I want you. I am coming to you." 

[A look of triumph comes over her face. She 
is just about to steal the letter, when Phipps 
comes in.] 

PHIPPS 

The candles in the drawing-room are lit, Qiad- 
am, as you directed. 
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MB8. CHBVELBT 

Thank you. [Rises hastily, and slips the let- 
ter under a large stiver-cased blotting-book that 
is lying on the table.]* 

PHIPPS 

I trust the shades will be to your liking, mad- 
am. They are the most becoming we have. 
They are the same as his lordship uses himself 
when he is dressing for dinner. 

IfBS. CHEVELBT 

[With a smile.] Then I am sure they will be 
perfectly right. 



[Chravely.] Thank you^ madam. 

[Mrs. Cheveley goes into the drawing-room. 
Phipps closes the door and retires. The door is 
then slowly opened, and Mrs. Cheveley comes 
out and creeps stealthily towards the writing- 
table. Suddenly voices are heard from the 
smoking-room. Mrs. Cheveley grows pale and 
stops. The voices grow louder, and she goes 
back into the drawing-room, biting her lip.] 

[Enter Lord Oaring and Lord Caversham.] 
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LORD GORING 

[Expostulating.] My dear father, if I am to 
get married, surely you will allow me to choose 
the time, place and person? Particularly the 
person. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

[TestUy.] That is a matter for me, sir. You 
would probably make a very poor choice. It is 
I who should be consulted, not you. There is 
property at stake. It is not a matter for affec- 
tion. Affection comes later on in married life. 

LORD GORING 

Yes. In married life affection comes when 
people thoroughly dislike each other, father, 
doesn't itt [Puts on Lord Caversham^s cloak 
for him.] 

LORD CAVERSHAH 

Certainly, sir. I mean certainly not, sir. You 
are talking very foolishly to-night. What I say 
is that marriage is a matter for common sense. 

LORD GORING 

But women who have common sense are so 
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curiously plain, father, aren't theyt Of course 
I only speak from hearsay. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

No woman, plain or pretty, has any common 
sense at all, sir. Common sense is the privilege 
of our own sex. 

LORD GORING 

Quite so. And we men are so self-sacrificing 
that we never use it, do we, father? 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

I use it, sir. I use nothing else. 

LORD GORING 

So my mother tells me. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

It is the secret of your mother's happiness. 
You are very heartless, sir, very heartless. 

LORD GORING 

I hope not, father. 

[Ooes out for a moment. Then returns, look- 
ing rather put out, with Sir Robert ChUtemJ] 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

My dear Arthur, what a piece of good luck 
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meeting jou on the doorstep! Your servant 
had just told me you were not at home. How 
extraordinary ! 

LORD QOBINO 

The fact is, I am horribly busy to-night, Rob- 
ert, and I gave orders I was not at home to any- 
one. Even my father had a comparatively cold 
reception. He complained of a draught the 
whole time. 

SIB BOBEBT CEOLTEBN 

Ah I you must be at home to me, Arthur. You 
are my best friend. Perhaps by to-morrow you 
will be my only friend. My wife has discov- 
ered everything. 

LOBD GOBINQ 

Ah! I guessed as much! 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTERN 

[Looking at him,] Really! HowT 

LOBD QOBINO 

[After some hesitation.] Oh, merely by some- 
thing in the expression of your face as you 
came in. Who told herf 
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

Mrs. Cheveley herself. And the woman I love 
knows that I began my career with an act of 
low dishonesty, that I built up my life upon 
sands of shame— that I sold, like a common 
huckster, the secret that had been intrusted to 
me as a man of honour. I thank heaven poor 
Lord Badley .died without knowing that I be- 
trayed him. I would to God I had died before 
I had been so horribly tempted, or had fallen so 
low. [Burying his face in his hands.] 

LORD GORING 

[After a pattse.] You have heard nothing 
from Vienna yet, in answer to your wiref 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

[Looking up.] Yes; I got a telegram from 
the first secretary at eight o'clock to-night. 

LORD GORING 

Wellt 

SIR ROBERT CHn/TERN 

Nothing is a1;moIutely known against her. On 
the contrary, she occupies a rather high posi- 
tion in society. It is a sort of open secret that 
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Baron Amheim left her the greater portion of 
his immense fortune. Beyond that I can learn 
nothing. 

LORD OOBINO 

She doesn't turn out to be a spy, thent 

SIB BOBEBT CHHiTEBN 

Oh ! spies are of no use nowadays. Their pro- 
fession is over. The newspapers do their work 
instead. 

LOBD QOBINO 

And thunderingly well they do it. 

SIB BOBBBT OHIiyrEBN 

Arthur, I am parched with thirst. May I 
ring for something? Some hock and seltzer t 

LOBD QOBING 

Certainly. Let me. [Rings the hell,] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Thanks! I don't know what to do, Arthur, I 
don't know what to do, and you are my only 
friend. But what a friend you are— the one 
friend I can trust. I can trust you absolutely, 
can't I» 
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[Enter Phipps.] 

LOBD QOBING 

My dear Robert, of course. Oh ! [To Phipps.] 
Bring some hock and seltzer. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LOBD QOBING 

And Phipps! 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LOBD GOBINO 

Will you excuse me for a moment, Robert t I 
want to give some directions to my servant. 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

Certainly. 

LOBD GOBING 

When that lady calls, tell her that I am not 
expected home this evening. Tell her that I 
have been suddenly called out of town. You 
understand T 

PHIPPS 

The lady is in that room, my lord. You told 
me to show her into that room, my lord. 
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LORD GORING 

You did perfectly right. [Exit Phipps.] 
Whftt a mess I am in. No; I think I shall get 
through it. Ill give her a lecture through the 
door. Awkward thing to manage, thou^. 

Sm ROBERT CHn/FERN 

Arthur, tell me what I should do. My life 
seems to have crumbled about me. I am a ship 
without a rudder in a night without a star. 

LORD GORING 

Robert, you love your wife, don't youf 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

I love her more than anything in the world. I 
used to think ambition the great thing. It is 
not. Love is the great thing in the world. 1%ere 
is nothing but love, and I love her. But I am 
defamed in her eyes. I am ignoble in her eyes. 
There is a wide gulf between us now. She has 
found me out, Arthur, she has found me out. 

LORD GORING 

Has she never in her life done some folly— 
some indiscretion— that ahe should not forgive 
your sin f 
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SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

My wife I Never! She does not know what 
weakness or temptation is. I am of clay like 
other men. She stands apart as good women 
do—pitiless in her perfection— cold and stern 
and without mercy. But I love her, Arthur. We 
are childless, and I have no one else to love, no 
one else to love me. Perhaps if God had sent us 
children she might have been kinder to me. 
But Q<yd has given us a lonely house. And she 
has cut my heart in two. Don't let us talk of 
it. I was brutal to her this evening. But I 
suppose when sinners talk to saints they are 
brutal always. I said to her things that were 
hideously true, on my side, from my standpoint, 
from the standpoint of men. But don't let ds 
talk of t^at. 

LOBD GOBINQ 

Your wife will forgive you. Perhaps at this 
moment she is forgiving you. She loves you, 
Robert. Why should she not forgive? 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Qod grant it! God grant it! [Buries his 
face in his hands.] But there is something more 
I have to tell you, Arthur. 
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[Enter Phipps with drinks.] 

PHIPPS 

[Hands hock and seltzer to Sir Robert ChiU 
tem.] Hock and seltzer, sir. 

SIB BOBEBT GHH/TEBN 

Thank yon. 

LOBD GOBINO 

Is your carriage here, Robertt 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

No; I walked from the dub. 

LOBD GOBINO 

Sir Robert will take my cab, Phipps. 

PHIPPS 

Yes, my lord. 

LOBD GOBINO 

Robert, you don't mind my sending you 
away? 

SIB BOBEBT GHH/TEBN 

Arthur, you must let me stay for five minutes. 
I have made up my mind what I am going to 
do to-night in the House. The debate on the Ar- 
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gentine Canal is to begin at eleven. [A chair 
faUs in the drawing-room.] What is that! 

LORD GORING 

Nothing. 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TBBN 

I heard a chair fall in the next room. Some 
one has been listening. 

LOBD GOBING 

NOy no; there is no one there* 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

There is some one. There are lights in the 
room, and the door is ajar. Some one has been 
listening to every secret of my life. Arthur, 
what does this mean? 

LOBD GOBING 

Robert, you are excited, unnerved. I tell you 
there is no one in that room. Sit down, Robert. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Do you give me your word that there is no 
one there? 

LOBD GOBING 
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SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Your word of honour I [Sits dotvn.] 

LOBD GOBINQ 

Yes. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Rises.] Arthur, let me see for myself. 

LOBD GOBINO 

No, no. 

SIB BOBEBT CHH/TEBN 

If there is no one there why should I' not look 
in that room f Arthur, you must let me go into 
that room and satisfy myself. Let me know 
that no eavesdropper has heard my life's secret. 
Arthur, you don't realize what I am going 
through. 

LOBD GOBING 

Robert, this must stop. I have told you tlutt 
there is no one in that room— that is enough. 

SIB BOBEBT CHU/TEBN 

[Riishes to the door of the room.] It is not 
enough. I insist on going into this room. You 
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have told me there is no one there, so what rea- 
son can you have for refusing met 

LORD QOBINO 

For God's sake, don't I There is some one 
there. Some one whom you most not see. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTBBN 

Ah, I thought sol 

LOBD GOBINO 

I forbid you to enter that room. 

SK BOIAeBT CHn/TEBN 

Stand back. My life is at stake. And I don't 
care who is there. I will know who it is to 
whom I have told my secret and my shame. [En- 
ters room.] 

LOBD GOBING 

Great Heavens I his own wife ! 

[Sir Robert Chiltem comes back, with a look 
of scorn and anger on his face.] 

Sm BOBEBT CHn^TEBN 

What explanation have you to give me for 
the presence of that woman here? 
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LORD GOBINQ 

Robert, I swear to you on my honour that that 
lady is stainless and guiltless of all offence to- 
wards you. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

She is a vile, an infamous thing ! 

LQBD GOBINO 

Don 't say that, Robert ! It was for your sake 
she came here. It was to try and save you she 
came here. She loves you and no one else. 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

You are mad. What have I to do with her 
intrigues with yout Let her remain your mis- 
tress ! You are well suited to each other. She, 
corrupt and shameful— you, false as a friend, 
treacherous as an enemy even 

LOBD GOBING 

It is not true, Robert. Before heaven, it is 
not true. In her presence and in yours I will 
explain all. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

Let me pass, sir. You have lied enough upon 
your word of honour. 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 349 

[Sir Robert Chiltern goes out. Lord Goring 
rushes to the door of the drawing-room, when 
Mrs. Cheveley comes out, looking radiant and 
much amused.] 

HBS. CHBVEI^ET 

[With a mock curtsey.] Good evening. Lord 
Gk>ring! 

LORD GORING 

Mrs. Cheveley! Great Heavens! May 

I ask what you were doing in my drawing-room f 

HBS. CHEVELEY 

Merely listening. I have a perfect passion 
for listening through keyholes. One always 
hears such wonderful things through them. 

LOBD GOBING 

Doesn't that sound rather like tempting Pro- 
vidence? 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Oh, surely Providence can resist temptation 
by this time. [Makes a sign to him to take her 
doak off, which he does.] 
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LORD GORING 

I am glad you have called. I am going to give 
you some good advice. 

ICBS. CHEVELET 

Oh I pray don't. One should never give a 
woman anything that she can't wear in the 
evening. 

LORD GORING 

I see you are quite as wilful as you used to be. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Far more ! I have greatly improved. I have 

had more experience. 

* 

LORD GORING 

Too much experience is a dangerous thing. 
Pray have a cigarette. Half the pretty women 
in London smoke cigarettes. Personally I pre- 
fer the other half. 

MRS. GHEVELBY 

Thanks. I never smoke. My dressmaker 
wouldn't like it, and a woman's first duty in life 
is to her dressmaker, isn't .itf What the see* 
ond duty is, no one has as yet discovered. 
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LORD GORING 

You have come here to sell me Robert Chil- 
tern's letter, haven't yout 

MRS. CHEVELET 

To offer it to you on conditions. How did 
you guess that? 

LORD GORING 

Because you haven't mentioned the subject 
Have you got it with yout 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Sitting down.] Oh, no! A well-made dreai 
has no pockets. 

LORD GORING 

What is your price for itt * 

MR8. CHEVELEY 

How absurdly English you are ! The English 
think that a cheque-book can solve every prob- 
lem in life. Why, my dear Arthur, I have very 
much more money than you have, and quite as 
much as Robert Chiltern has got hold of. Money 
is not what I want. 
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LORD GOBINO 

What do you want then, Mrs. Cheveley f 

MBS. CBXVELET 

Why don't you call me Laura t 

LOBD GOBINO 

I don't like the name. 

IfBS. CHEVELEY 

You used to adore it. 

LORD GORING 

Yes: that's why. [Mrs. Cheveley motions to 
him to sit down beside her. He smiles^ and does 
so.] 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

Arthur, you loved me once. 

LOBD GOBINQ 

Yes. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

And you asked me to be your wife. 

LOBD GOBma 
That was the natural result of my loving you. 
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MBS. CHEVELEY 

And you threw me over because you saw, or 
said you saw, poor old Lord Mortlake trsdng to 
have a violent flirtation with me in the conserva- 
tory at Tenby. 

LOBD GOBINO 

I am under the impression that my lawyer 
settled that matter with you on certains terms 
. • • dictated by yourself. 

HBS. CHEVELEY 

At that time I was poor; you were rich. 

LORD GOBINQ 

Quite so. That is why you pretended to love 
me. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Shrugging her shoulders.] Poor Old Lord 
Mortlake, who had only two topics of conversa- 
tion, his gout and his wife ! I never could quite 
make out which of the two he was talking about. 
He used the most horrible language about them 
both. Well, you were silly, Arthur. Why, 
Lord Mortlake was never anything more to me 
than an amusement. One of those utterly tedi- 
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ous amosements one only finds at an English 
country house on an English country Sunday. 
I don't think anyone at all morally responsible 
for what he or she does at an English country 
house. 

LOBD GOBINO 

Yes. I know lots of people think that 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

I loved youy Arthur, 

LOBD GOBING 

My dear Mrs. Oheveley, you have always 
been far too clever to know anything about 
love. 

MBS. CHEVBLBT 

I did love you. And you loved me. You 
know you loved me, and love is a very wonder- 
ful thing. I suppose that when a man has once 
loved a woman, he will do anything for her, 
except continue to love herf [Puts her hand 
on his.] 

LOBD GOBING 

[Taking his hand away quietly.] Yes ; except 
that. 
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MBS. OHEVELEY 

[After a pattse.] I am tired of living 
abroad. I want to come back to London. I 
want to have a charming honae here. I want 
to have a salon. If one could only teach the 
English how to talk, and the Irish how to listen, 
society here would be quite civilized. Besides, 
I have arrived at the romantic stage. When I 
saw you last night at the Chiltem8^ I knew 
you were the only person I had ever cared for, 
if I ever have cared for anybody, Arthur. And 
so, on the morning of the day you marry me, I 
will give you Robert Chiltem's letter. Tliat is 
my offer. I will give it to you now, if you 
promise to marry me. 

LOBD QORING' 

Nowt 

MBS. CHEVSLBT 

[Smiling.] To-morrow. 

LQBD GOBINO 

Are you really serious t 

MBS. CHEVELET 

Yes, quite serious. 
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LORD GOBINO 

I should make you a very bad husband. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

I don 't mind bad husbands. I have had two. 
They amused me immensely. 

LOBD QOBINO 

You mean that you amused yourself im- 
mensely, don't youf 

MBS CHEVELET 

What do you know about my married lifet 

LORD QOBINO 

Nothing: but I can read it like a book. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

What book! 

LORD GORIKO 

[Rising,] The Book of Numbers. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

Do you think it quite charming of you to be 
so rude to a woman in your own house t 
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LORD GOBINO 

In the case of very fascinating women, sex is 
a challenge, not a defense. 

i 

MBS. CHBVEI^ET 

I suppose that is meant for a compliment. 
My dear Arthur, women are never disarmed 
by compliments. Men always are. That is the 
difference between the two sexes. 

LOBD OOBINO 

Women ar'e never disarmed by anything, as 
far as I know them. 

MBS. CHSVELET 

[After a patwe.] Then you are going to 
allow your greatest friend, Robert Chiltem, to 
be ruined, rather than marry some one who 
really has considerable attractions left. I 
thought you would have risen to some great 
height of self-sacrifice, Arthur, I think you 
should. And the rest of your life you could 
spend in contemplating your own perfections. 

LORD GOBING 

Oh! I do that as it is. And self-sacrifice 
is a thing that should be put down by law. It 
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is so demoralizing to the people for whom one 
Bacrifiees oneself. They always go to the bad. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

As if anything could demoralize Robert 
Chiltem ! You seem to forget that I know his 
real character. 

LOBD OOEINO 

(What you know about him is not his real 
character. It was an act of folly done in his 
youth, dishonourable, I admit, shameful, I ad- 
mit, unworthy of him, I admit, and there- 
fore . . . not his true character. 

KBS. CHEVELET 

How you men stand up for each other ! 

LORD OORIKG 

How you women war against each other I 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Bitterly.] I only war against one woman, 
against Gertrude Chiltern. I hate her. I hate 
her now more than ever. 
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LOBD GOBma 

Because you have brought a real tragedy into 
her life, I auppoae. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[With a sneer.] Oh, there is only one real 
tragedy in a woman's life. The fact that her 
past is always her lover, and her future inva- 
riably her husband. 

LORD GORING 

Lady Chiltem knows nothing of the kind of 
life to which you are alluding. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

A woman whose size in gloves is seven and 
three-quarters never knows much about any- 
thing. You know Qertrude has always worn 
seven and three-quarters T That is one of the rea- 
sons why there was never any moral sympathy 
between us . . . Well, Arthur, I suppose this 
romantic interview may be regarded as at an 
end. You admit it was romantic, don't yout 
For the privilege of being your wife I was 
ready. to surrender a great prize, the climax of 
my diplomatic career. You declined. Very well. 
If Sir Robert doesn't uphold my Argentine 
scheme, I expose him. VoUd tout. 
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LOBD GOBINO 

Yon mufftn't do that. It would be vile, hor* 
rible, infamous. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Shrugging her shoulders.] Oh I don't use 
big words. They mean so little. It is a com- 
mercial transaction. That is aU. There is no 
good mixing up sentimentality in it. I offered 
to sell Robert Chiltem a certain thing. If he 
won't pay me my price, he will have to pay the 
world a greater price. There is no more to be 
said. I must go. Gk)od-bye. Won't you shake 
hands t 

LORD GORING 

With yout No. Tour transaction with 
Robert Chiltern may pass as a loathsome com- 
mercial transaction of a loathsome commercial 
age; but you seem to have forgotten that you 
who came here to-night to talk of love, you 
whose lips desecrated the word love, you to 
whom the thing is a book closely sealed, went 
this afternoon to the house of one of the most 
noble and gentle women in the world to degrade 
her husband in her eyes, to try and kill her love 
for him, to put poison in her heart, and bitter- 
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ness in her life, to break her idol and, it may 
be, spoil her soul. That I cannot forgive you. 
That was horrible. For that there can be no. 
forgiveness. 

HBS. CHEVELET 

Arthur, you are unjust to me. Believe me, 
you are quite unjust to me. I didn't go to 
taunt Gertrude at all. I had no idea of doing 
anything of the kind when I entered. I called 
with Lady Markby simply to ask whether an 
ornament, a jewel, that I lost somewhere last 
night, had been found at the Chiltems'. If 
you don't believe me, you can ask Lady Markby. 
She will tell you it is trufe. The scene that oc- 
curred happened after Lady Markby had left, 
and was really forced on me by Gertrude's 
rudeness and sneers. I called, oh !— a little out 
of malice if you like— but really to ask if a- 
diamond brooch, of mine had been found. That 
was the origin of the whole thing. 

LORD GORINO 

A diamond snake-brooch with a rubyt 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Yes. How do you know? 
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LORD GORING 

Because it is found. In point of fact, I found 
it myself, and stupidly forgot to tell the butler 
anything about it as I was leaving. [Ooes over 
to the writing-table and piMs out the drawers.] 
It is in this drawer. No, that one. This is the 
brooch, isn't itt [Holds up the brooch.] 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Yes. I am so glad to get it back. It was . . « 
a present. 

LORD GORING 

Won't you wear itt 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Certainly, if you pin it in. [Lord Ooring 
suddenly clasps it on her arm.] Why do you 
put it on as a bracelet? I never knew it could 
be worn as a bracelet. 

LORD GORING 

Really? 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Holding out her handsome arm.] No; but 
it looks very well on me as a bracelet, doesn 't it t 
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LORD GOBINa 

Yes ; much better than when I saw it last 

MRS. CHEVELET 

When did you see it lastt 

LORD GORING 

[Calmly.] Oh, ten years ago, on Lady Berk- 
shire, from whom yon stole it 

MRS. CHEVELBY 

[Starting.] What do you mean 1 

LORD GORING 

I mean that you stole that ornament from 
my cousin, Mary Berkshire, to whom I gave it 
when she was married. Suspicion feU on a 
wretched servant, who was sent away in dis- 
grace. I recognized it last night. I determined 
to say nothing about it till I had found the 
thief. I have found the thief now, and I have 
heard her own confession. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

[Tossing her head.] It is not true. 

LORD GORING 

You know it is true. Why, thief is written 
across your face at this moment. 
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HB8. CHEVELEY 

I will deny the whole affair from beginning 
to end. I will say that I have never seen this 
wretched thing, that it was never in my pos- 
session. 

[Mrs, Cheveley tries to get the hracelet off her 
arm, hut fails. Lord Ooring looks on amused. 
Her thin fingers tear at the jewel to no pur- 
pose. A curse breaks from her,] 

LORD OOBINO 

The drawback of stealing a thing, Mrs. Cheve- 
ley, is that one never knows how wonderful the 
thing that one steals is. You can't get that 
bracelet off, unless you know where the spring 
is. And I see you don't know where the spring 
is. It is rather difficult to find. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

You brute! You coward! [She tries again 
to unclasp the bracelet, but faHs.] 

LORD GORING 

Oh! don't use big words. They mean so 
little. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Again tears at the bracelet in a paroxysm of 
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nige, with inarticulate sounds. Then stops, <md 
looks at Lord Ooring.] What are you going to 
dot 

LOBD OORINO 

I am going to ring f 6r my servant. He is an 
admirable servant. Always comes in the mo- 
ment one rings for him. When he comes I 
will tell him to fetch the police. 

IfBS.^ CHEVELEY •' 

[Trembling.] The police? What for! 

LORD GOBINO 

To-morrow the Berkshirfes will prosecute you. 
That is what the police are for. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Is now in an agony of physical terror. . . . 
"Her face is distorted. Her mouth awry. A mask 
has fallen from her. She is, for the moment, 
dreadful to look at.] Don't do that. I will 
do anything you want. Anything in the world 
you want. 

LOBD OORINa 

Give me Robert Cbiltem's letter. 

HBS. ' CHEVELEY 

Stop ! Stop ! Let me have time to think. 
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LOBD OOBINa 

Give me Robert Chiltem's letter. 

MBS. CHEVELET 

I have not got it with me. I will give it to 
you to-morrow. 

LORD OOBING 

You know you are lying. Give it to me at 
once. [Mrs. Cheveley puUs the letter out, and 
hands it to him. She is horribly pale.] This 
is itt 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[In a hoarse voice.] Yes. 

LOBD OOBING 

[Takes the letter, examines it, sighs, and 
bums it over the lamp.] For so well-dressed 
a woman, Mrs. Chevieley^ you have moments of 
admirable common sense. I congratulate you. 

MBS. CHEVELEY 

[Catches sight of Lady ChUtem^s letter, the 
cover of which is just shouting from under the 
blotting-book.] Please get me a glass of water. 
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LORD GOBING 

Certainly. [Ooes to the comer of the room 
and pours out a glass of water. While his back 
is turned Mrs. Cheveley steals Lady Chiltem's 
letter. When Lord Ooring returns Ufith the 
glass she refuses it with a gesiure.l 

MBS. CHEVELET 

Thank you. Will you Uelp me on with my 
cloak t 

LORD ooBma 
With pleasure. [Puts her cloak on.] 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Thanks. I am never going to try to harm 
Robert Chiltem again. 

LORD GORma 

Fortunately you have not the chance, Mrs* 
CJheveley. 

MRS. CHEVELET 

Well, if even I had the chance, I wouldn't. 
On the contrary, I am going to render him a 
great service. 
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LORD GORING 

I am charmed to hear it. It is a reformation. 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

Yes. I can't bear so upright a gentleman, 
so honourable an English gentleman^ being so 
shamefully deceived, and so 

LORD GORma 
Well! 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

I find that somehow Gertrude Chiltem's dy- 
ing speech and confession has strayed into my 
pocket. 

LORD GORING 

What do you meant 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[With a bitter note of tritunph in her voice,] 
I mean that I am going to send Robert Chiltern 
th^ love letter his wife wrote to you to-night. 

LORD GORING 

Love letter f 

MRS. CHEVELEY 

[Laughing.] **I want you. I trust you. I 
am coming to you. Gertrude. * ' 
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[Lord Ooring rushes to the bureau and takes 
the envelope, finds it empty, and turns round,] 

LORD GORIKO 

You wretched woman, must you always be 
thieving f Give me back that letter. I'll take 
it from you by force. You shall not leave my 
room till I have got it. 

[He rushes towards her, hut Mrs, Cheveley at 
once puts her hand on the electric bell that is 
on the table. The bell sounds with shriU rever- 
berations, and Phipps enters.] 

HBS. CHEVELEY 

[After a pause.] Lord (Coring merely rang 
that you should show me out. Oood-night, Lord 
Ooring I 

[Ooes out, followed by iPhipps. Her face is 
illumined with evil triumph. There is joy in 
her eyes. Touth seems to have come back to 
her. Her last glance is Uke a swift arrow. 
Lord Ooring bites his lip, and lights a 
cigarette.] 

Aot-Dbop. 



FOURTH ACT. 

Scene— £fame as Act II. 

[Lord Oaring is standing by the fireplace with 
his hands in his pockets. He is looking rather 
bored.] 

LOBD OOBINa 

[PuUs out his watch, inspects it, and rings 
the bell.] It is a great nnisance. I can't find 
anyone in this house to talk to. And I am full 
of interesting information. I feel like the latest 
edition of something or other. 

[Enter servant.] 

JAMES 

Sir Robert is still at the Foreign Office, my 
lord. 

871 
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LORD GORING 

Lady Chiltem not down yetf 

JAMES 

Her ladyship has not yet left her room. 
Miss Chiltem has just come in from riding. 

LORD GORING 

[To himself.] Aixl that is something. 

JAMES 

Lord Caversham has been waiting some time 
in the library for Sir Robert. I told him your 
lordship was here. 

LORD GORING 

Thank you. Would you kindly tell him IVe 
gonet 

JAMES 

[Bouuing.] I shall do so, my lord. 

[Exit Servant.] 

LORD GORING 

ReaUy, I don't want to meet my father three 
days running. It is a great deal too much ex- 
citement for any son. I hope to goodness he 
won't come up. Fathers should be neither seen 
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nor heard. That is the only proper bj^is for 
family life. Mothers, are -different. Mothers 
are darlings. [Throws himself down into a 
chair, picks up a paper and begins to read it.] 

[Enter Lord Caversham.] 

LORD GAVEB8HAM 

Well, sir, what are you doing heret Wasting 
your time as usual, I suppose! ' 

LORD OORINO . . 

* [Throws down paper and rises.] My dear 
father, when one pays a visit it is for the pur- 
pose of wasting other people's time, not one's 
Qwn. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Havie you been thinking over what I spoke 
to you about last night T 

LORD QORINa 

I have been thinking about nothing else. 

* 

LORD GAVERjSHAM 

Engaged tabe marrie<J yett 

LORD OORINa 

* [OeniaUy^ Not yet: but I hope lo be before 
lunch-time. 
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LORD CAVER8HAM 

[Caustically.] You can have till dinner-time 
if it would be of any convenience to you. 

LORD GOBINO 

Thanks awfully, but I think I'd sooner be 
engaged before lunch. 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

Humph! Never know when you are serious 
or not 

LOBD OOBINa 

Neither do I, father. 
[A paiise.] 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

I suppose you have read **The Times'* this 
morning T 

LOBD GOBINO 

[Airily,] ''The Times"t Certainly not. 
I only read "The Morning Post.'* All that one 
should know about modem life is where tbe 
Duchesses are ; anything else is quite demoraliz- 
ing. 
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LORD CAVERSHAM 

Do you mean to say yoti have not read ' ' The 
Times" leading article on Robert Chiltern's 
career f 

LORD GOBma 
Good heavens ! No. What does it say T 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

What should it say, sirt Everything compli- 
mentary, of course. . Chiltem's speech last night 
on this Argentine Canal Scheme was one of the 
finest pieces of oratory ever delivered in the 
House since Canning. 

LORD OORINa 

Ah! Never heard of Canning. Never 
wanted to. And did . . . did Chiltem uphold 
the scheme T 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Uphold it, sirt How little you know him! 
Why, he denounced it roundly, and the whole 
system of modem political finance. This speech 
is the turning-point in his career, as **The 
Times" points out. You should read this ar- 
ticle sir. [Opem ''The Times.''] **Sir Robert 
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Chiltem . • . most rising of all our young 
statesmen . . . BrilUant orator . . . Unblem- 
ished career , . . Well-known integrity of 
character . . . Represents what is best in Eng- 

« 

lish public life . . . Noble contrast to the lax 
morality so common among foreign politicians." 
They will never say that of you, sir. 

LORD GORINa 

J sincerely hope not, father. However, I am 
delisted at what you tell me about Robert, 
thoroughly delighted. It shows he has got 
pluck. 

LOKD CAVERSHAM 

He has got more than pluck, sir, he has got 
genius. 



. I 



LORD GORING 

Ah! I prefer pluck. It is not so common, 
nowadays, as genius is. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

I wish you, would go into Parliament T 

UmO GORING 

My dear father, only people who look dull 
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ever get into the House of Commons, and only 
people who are dull ever succeed there. 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

Why don't you try to do something useful 
in lifet 

LORD GOBINO 

I am far too young! 

LORD CAVEBSHAM 

[TestUy.] I hate this affectation of youth, 
sir. It is a great deal too prevalent nowadays. 

LOBD GOBING 

Youth isn 't an affectation. Youth is an art. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

Why don't you propose to that pretty Miss 
Chiltem? 

LOBD GOBING 

I am of a very nervous disposition, especially 
in the morning. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

I don't suppose there ia the smallest chance 
of her accepting you. 
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LORD GOBINO 

I don't know how the betting stands to-day. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

If she did accept you she would be the 
prettiest fool in England. 

LOBD GOBINO 

That is just what I should like to marry. A 
thoroughly sensible wife would reduce me to a 
condition of absolute idiocy in less than six 
months. 

LOBD CAVEB8HAH 

You don't deserve her, sir. 

LOBD GOBING 

My dear father, if we men married the women 
we deserved, we should have a very bad time 
of it. 

[Enter Mabd ChUiern,'] 

MABEL CHILTEBN' 

Oh! . . . How do you do, Lord Caversham! 
I hope Lady Caversham is quite well T 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

Lady Caversham is as usual, as usuaL 
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LORD GOBINQ 

Good morning, Miss Mabel ! 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

[Taking no notice at aU of Lord Goring, and 
addressing herself exclusively to Lord Caver- 
sham.] And Lady Caversham's bonnets . . • 
are they at all better? 

LOBD CAVEB8HAM 

They have had a serious relapse, I am sorry 
to say. 

LOBD GOBINa 

Good morning. Miss Mabel I 

MABBL CHILTEBN 

[To Lord Cavtersham.] I hope an operation 
will not be necessary. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

[SmUifig ai her pertness.] If it is we shall 
have to give Lady Caversham a narcotic. Other- 
wise she would never consent to have a f eatber 
touched. 
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LORD GOBINO 

[With increased emphagis.] Qood momingy 
Miss Mab^l ! 

MABEL CHU/TEBK 

[Turning round udth feigned surprise.] Oh, 
are yon hereT Of courae you understand that 
after your breaking your appointment I am 
never going to speak to you again. 

LOBD qOBING 

Oh, please 'don't say such a thing. You are 
the .one person in London I really like .to have 
to listen to me. 

MABEL CHHjTEBN 

Lord (Joring, I never believ^ a single word 
that either you or I say to each other. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAH 

You are quite right, my dear, quite right ... 
as far as he is concerned, I mean. 

MABEL CHa.TERN 

« 

Do you think you could possibly make your 
son behave a little better occasionally! Just as 
a change. 
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LORD GAVEBSHAM 

I regret to say, Miss Chiltem, that I have no 
influence at all over my son. I wish I had. I£ 
I had, I know what I would make him do. 

KABEL CBIUFEBN 

I am afraid that he has one of those terribly 
weak natures that are ijot susceptible to influ- 
ence. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

He is very heartless, very heartless. 

LORD GORING 

It seems to me that I am a little in the way 
here. 

MABEL CnniTBRK 

It is very good for you to be in the way, and 
. to know what people bbj of you behind your 
back. 

LORD GORING 

I don't at all like knowing what people say of 
me behind my back. It makes me far too con- 
ceited. 
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LORD CAVEB8HAH 

After that, my dear, I really must bid you 
good moruing. 

* 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Ob ! I hope you are not going to leave me all 
alone with Lord Goring T Especially at such 
an early hour in the day. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

I am afraid I can't lake him with me to Down- 
ing Street. It is not the Prime Minister's day 
for seeing the unemployed. 

[Shakes hands toith Mabel Chiltem, takes up 
his hat and stick, and goes out, with a parting 
glare of indignation at Lord Ooring.] 

MABEL GHniTERN 

[Takes up roses and "begins to arrange them 
in a bowl on the table.] People who don't keep 
their appointments in tUe Park are horrid. 

LORD GORING 

Detestable. 

MABEL CnniTBRK 

I am glad you admit it. But I Ynah you 
wouldn't look so pleased about it. 
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LORD GORING 



I can't help it. I always look pleased when 
I am with you. 

HABEL CHILTEBN 

[Sadly.] Then I suppose it is my duty to 
remain with yout 

LORD GORING 

Of course it is. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

Well, my duty is a thing I never do, on prin- 
ciple. It always depresses me. So I am afraid 
I must leave you. 

LORD GORING 

Please don't, Miss Mabel. I have something 
very particular to say to you, 

MABEL CHILTERN 

[Rapturously.] Oh t is it a proposal T 

LORD GORING 

[Somewhat taken ahack.] Well, yes, it is— 
I am bound to say it is. 



384 THE WRITINGS OP OSCAR WILDE. 



MABEL CHU/TEBN 



• [With a sigh of pUdsure.] I am so glad. 
That makes the second to-day. 

LOBD GOBING 

[Indignantly.] The second to*dayt What 
conceited ass has been impertinent enough to 
dare to propose to you before I had pn^osed to 
yott? 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

Tommy Traflford, of couvse. It is one of 
Tommy's days for proposing. He always pro- 
poses on Tuesdays and Thursdays, during the 
season. 

LOBD OOBING 

You didn't accept hini, I hope? 

MABEL CHn/FEBN 

I make it a rule never to accept Tommy. That 
is why he goes on proposing. Of course, as you 
didn't turn up this morning, I very nearly said 
yes. It would have been an excellent lesson 
both for him and for you if I had. It would 
have taught you both better manners. 
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LOBD GOBING 

Oh! bother Tommy Trafford. Tommy is a 
silly little ass. I love you. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

I know. And I think you might have men- 
tioned it before. I am sure I have given you 
heaps of opportunities. 

LORD GORING 

Mabel, do be serious. Please be serious. 

MABEL CHn/FERN 

Ah! that is the sort of thing a man always 
says to a girl before he has been married to her. 
He never says it afterwards. 

LOBD GOBING 

[Taking hold of her hand,] Mabel, I have 
told you that I love you. Can't you love me a 
little in return t 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

You silly Arthur I If you knew anything 
about . . . anything, which you don% you 
would know that I adore you. Everyone in 
London knows it except you. It is a public 
scandal the way I adore you. I have been going 
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about for the last six months telling the whole 
of society that I adore you. I wonder you 
consent to have anything to say to me. I have 
no character left at all. At least, I feel so 
happy that I am quite sure I have no character 
left at all. 

LORD GOBINa 

[Catches her in his arms and kisses her. 
Then there is a pause of hliss.] Dear ! Do you 
know I was awfully afraid of being refused ! 

MABEL CHniTERN 

[Looking up at him.] But you never have 
been refused yet by anybody, have you, Arthur! 
I can't imagine anyone refusing you. 

LOBD GORINa 

[After kissing her again.] Of course I'm 
not nearly good enough for you, Mabel. 

MABEL Cnn/TERN 

[Nestling close to him,] I am so glad, darling. 
( was afraid you were. 

LOBD GORING 

[After some hesitation.] And I'm . . . I'm 
a little over thirty. 
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UABEL CHn/TEBN 

Dear, you look weeks yonnger that that. 

LOBD GOBINO 

[Enthusiastically.] How sweet of you to 
say so! . . . And it is only fair to tell you 
frankly that I am fearfully extravagant. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

But SO am I, Arthur. So we're sure to agree. 
And now I must go and see (Gertrude. 

LORD GOBINO 

Must you really t [Kisses her.] 

MABEL CHn/TEBN 

Yes. 

LOBD GOBING 

Then do tell her I want to talk to her par- 
ticularly. I have been waiting here all the 
morning to see either her or Robert 

MABEL CHn/TEBN 

Do you mean to say you didn't come here ex- 
pressly to propose to met 
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« 

LOBD OOBINQ 

[Triumpkanily,] No, that was a fla^ ot 
genius. 

MABEL CHnVTBBN 

Your first 

1 

LOBD GOBING 

[With detemUnatian.] My last. 

MABEL CHILTEBN 

I am delighted to hear it. Now don't stir. 
Ill be back in five minutes. And don't fall 
into any temptations while I am away. 

LOBD GOBING 

Dear Mabel, while you are away, there are 
none. It makes me horribly dependent on you. 

[Enter Lady ChUtem.] 

LADY CHHiTEBN 

Oood morning, dear. How pretty you' are 
looking! 

MABEL CHn/TEBN 

How pale you are looking, Gertrude f It is 
most becoming I 
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LADY CHILTEBN 

Qood morning, Lord QoringI 

LORD GOfUNG 

\Biywvng,'\ Good morning, Lady Chiltemt 

MABEL OHn^TERN 

\A^e to Lprd Ooring.] I shall be in the 
conservatory, under the second palm tree on the 
left. 

LORD GOBlNO 

Second. on the leftt 

MABEL CiqLTERN 

• ^^ 

[With a look of mock surprise.] Tes; the' 
usual palm free., 

[Bldws a kiss to him, unobserved by Lady 
ChUtem, and goes out.] 

LORD GORING 

Lady Cbiltem, I have a ^rtain amount of 
very good news to tell you. Mrs. Cheveley gave 
me up Bbbert's letter last night, and I burned 
it. Robert is safe. 

LADY CHILTERN 

[Sinking on the sofa.] Safe! Oh! I am 
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so glad of that. What a good friend yon are to 
him— to us! 

LORD GOBINO 

There is only one person now that could be 
said to be in any danger. 

LADY CHUiTEBN 

Who is thatt 

LOBD GOBINO 

[Sitting down beHde her.] Yourself. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

II In danger t What do you meant 

LORD GOBINa 

Danger is too great a word. It is a word I 
should not have used. But I admit I have some- 
thing to tell you that may distress you, that 
terribly distresses me. Yesterday evening you 
wrote me a very beautif ul, womanly letter, ask- 
ing me for my help. You wrote to me as one 
of your oldest friends, one of your husband's 
oldest friends. Mrs. Gheveley stole that letter 
from my rooms. 
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LADT CHILTERN 

Well, what use is it to her t Why should she 
not have itt 

LOBD GOBINa 

[Rising.] Lady Chiltem, I will be quite 
frank with you. Mrs. Cheveley puts a certain 
construction on that letter and proposes to send 
it to your husband. 

LADY CHUiTERN 

But what construction could she put on itt 
. . . Ohl not that! not that! If I in— in 
trouble, and wanting your help, trusting you, 
propose to come to you . . . that you may 
advise me . . . assist me . . . Qh! are 
there women so horrible as that . . . t And 
she proposes to send it to my husband ? Tell me 
what happened. Tell me all that happened. 

LORD GORINQ 

Mrs. Cheveley was concealed in a room adjoin- 
ing my library, without my knowledge. I 
thought that the person who was waiting in that 
room to see me was yourself. Robert came in 
unexpectedly. A chair or something fell in the 
room. He forced his way in, and he discovered 
her. We had a terrible scene. I still thought 
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It was TOIL He left me in anger. At the end 
of eferything Mrs. Chereley got poewBrion of 
Xoor letter— she stole it, when or how, I don't 
know. 

At what hour did this happen? 

LOBD OOBINO 

At half -past ten. And now I' propose that we 
tell Robert the whole thing at once. 

LAOT CHnyrBRN 

[Looking at him with amazement that is 
almost terror.] You want me to tell Robert 
that the woman yon expected was not Mrs. 
Cbeveley, bat myself? That it was I whom 
yon thought was concealed in a room in your 
house, at half -past ten o'clock at night? Ton 
want me to tell him that? 

LOBD GOBma 

I think it is better that he should know the 
exact truth. 

LADY OHnjTEBN 

[Rising.] Oh, I couldn% I couldn't! 
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LORD GORINO 

May I do itt 

UkDY CHILTEBN 

No. 

LOBD GORINO 

[Gravely.] You are wrong, Lady Chiltem. 

LADY CHILTERN 

No. Jhe letter must be intercepted. That b> 
all. But how can I do itt Letters arrive for 
him every moment of the day. His secretaries 
open them and hand them to him. I dare not 
ask the servants to bring me his letters. It 
would be impossible. Oh! why don't you tell 
me what to dot 

LORD GORING 

Pray be calm, Lady Chiltem, and answer 
the questions I am going to put to you. You 
said his secretaries open his letters. 

LADT CHILTERN 

Yes. 
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LORD GORING 

Who 18 with him to-dayt Mr. Trafford, isn't 
itf 

LADY CHU^'EBN 

No. Mr. Montfort, I think. 

LOBD GORING 

You can trust himt 

LADY CHILTERN 

[With a gesture of despair.] Oh I how do I 
knowl 

LORD GORING 

He wonld do what you asked him, wouldn't 
het 

LADY CHILTERN 
I think 80. 

LORD GORING 

Tour letter was on pink paper. He could 
recognize it without reading it, couldn't het 
By the colour t 

LADY CHILTERN 

I suppose 80. 
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LORD GOBmO 

Is he in the house now! 

LADY CHn/nSBN 

Tee. 

LORD GORINO 

Then I will go and see him myself, and tell 
him that a certain letter, written on pink paper, 
is to be forwarded to Robert to-day, and that at 
all costs it must not reach him. [Goes to the 
door, and opens it] Oh! Robert is coming 
upstairs with the letter in his hand. It has 
reached him already. 

LADY CHILTERN 

[With a cry of pain.] Oh! you have saved 
his life ; what have you done with mine ! 

[Enter Sir Robert ChUtem. He has the letter 
in his hand, and is reading it. He comes towards 
his wife, not noticing Lord Ooring*s presence.] 

81ft ROBERT CHU^TERN' 

**I want you. I trust you. I am coming to 
you. Gertrude. ' ' Oh, my love I Is this true t 
Do you indeed trust me, and want met If so, 
it was for me to come to you, not for you to 
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write of comiEg to me. This letter of yours, Qer- 
tmde, makes me feel that nothing that the world 
may do can hart me now. Yon want me, Ger- 
trude t 

[Lord Oaring, unseen by Sir Robert Ch%iter>n, 
makes an imploring sign to Lady ChUtem to 
accept the situation and Sir Robertas error.] 

LADT CHn/TEBN 

t 

Yes. 

8IB EOElkBl! CHILTERK 

You trust me, Gertrude t 

LADY CHILTEBK 



Sm ROBERT CHILTERN 

Ah ! why did you not add you loved met 

LADY CHILTERN 

[Taking his hand.] Because I loved you. 
[Lord Ooring passes into the conservatoxy.] 

SIR ROBERT CHU/rERN 

[Kisses her.] Gertrude, you don't know what 
I feel. When Montjfort ^passed me your letter 
across the table— he had, opened it by mistake. 
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* 

I suppose, without looking at the handwriting 
on the envelope— and I read it— K)h! I did*n(H 
care what disgrace or punishment was in store 
for me, I only thought you loved me still. 

LADY CHILTERN 

There is no disgrace in store for you, noY* any 
public shame. Mrs. Cheveley has handed over 
to Lord Gk)ring the document that was in her 
possession, and he has destroyed i^. 

Sm ROBERT CHILTERN ' * 

Are you sure of this, Gertrude t 

LADT CHn^BBN 

Yes ; Lord Goring has just told me. 

sm ROBERT CHn/rSEN 

■ I 

Then I am safe ! Oh ! what a wonderful thing 
to be safe I For two days I have been in terror. 
I am safe now. How di4 Arthur destroy my 
letter t Tell me. 

LADY* CHILTERN 

He burned it. 

8IR ROBERT CHH^BRN 

I wiflh I had seen* that one ain of my youth 
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burning to ashes. How many men there are in 
modem life who would like to see their past 
burning to white ashes before them 1 Is Arthur 
still here 1 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Yes ; he is in the conservatory. 

8IB BOBEBT CHH/TEBN 

I am 80 glad now I made that speech last night 
in the House, so glad. I made it thinking that 
public disgrace might be the result. But it has 
not been so._ 

LADY CHniTBBN 

Public honour has been the result. 

8IB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

I think so. I fear so, almost. For although I 
am safe from detection, although every proof 
against me is destroyed, I suppose, Gertrude 
. . . I suppose I should retire from public 
lifet [He looks anxiously at his wife.] 

LADY OEH/TBBN 

[Eagerly.] Oh yes, Robert, you should do 
that. It is your duty to do that. 
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Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

It is much to surrender. 

LADT CHILTEBN 

No ; it will be much to gain. 

[Sir Robert Chiltem walks up and down the 
room with a troubled expression. Then comes 
over to his wife, and puts his hand on her 
shoulder.] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

And you would be happy living somewhere 
alone with me, abroad perhaps, or in the country 
away from London, away from public life f You 
would have no regrets f 

LADT CHILTEBN 

Oh ! none, Robert. 

SIB BOBEBT CHn/TEBN 

[Sadly.] And your ambition for met You 
used to be ambitious for me. 

LADY CHILTEBN 

Oh I my ambition ! I have none now, but that 
we two may love each other. It was your am- 
bition that led you astray. Let us not talk about 
ambition. 
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[Lord Goring returns from the conservatory, 
looking very pleased with himself, and with an 
entirely new buttonhole that some one has made 
for hdm,] 

Sm ROBERT CHH/TERN 

[Going toivards him.] Arthur, I have to 
thank you for what you have done for me. I 
don't know how I can repay you. [Shakes 
hands tvith him.] 

LORD aORINO ^ < 

My dear fellow, I'll tell you at once. At the 
present moment^ under the usual palm tree . • • 
I mean in the conservatory . . . 

[Enter Mason.] 

MASON 

Lord Caversham. 

LORD GORING 

That admirable father of mine really makes a 
ha\fit of turning up at the wrong moment.. It 
is very heartless of him, very heartless indeed. 

[Enter Lord Caversham. Mason goes out.\ 

LORD CAVISSHAM 

Gtood morning, Lady Chiltem ! Warmest con- 
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gratolations to you, Chiltern, on your brilliant 
speech last night. I have just left the Prime 
Minister, and you are to have the vacant seat in 
the Cabinet. 

SIR ROBERT Cbn^TEEN 

[With a look of joy and triumph,] A seat in 
the Cabinet? 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Yes; here is the Prime Minister's letter. 
[Hands letter.] 

Sm ROBERT CHUjTERN 

[Takes letter and reads.] A seat in the 
Cabinet ! 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Certainly, and you well deserve it too. Ton 
have got what we want so much in political 
life nowadays— high character, high moral tone, 
high principles. [To Lord Ooring.] Every- 
thing that you have not got, sir, and never will 
have. 

LORD GORING 

I don't like principles, father. I prefer pre- 
judices. 
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[Sir Bobert ChUtem is on the brink of accept- 
ing the Prime Minister's offer, when he sees his 
wife looking at him with her clear, candid eyes. 
He then realizes that it is impossible.] 

Sm ROBERT CHILtERN 

I cannot accept this offer, Lord Caversham. 
I have made up my mind to decline it. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Decline it, sir ! 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

My intention is to retire at once from public 
life. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

[Angrily.] Decline a seat in the Cabinet, 
and retire from public life? Never heard such 
damned nonsense in the whole course of my 
existence. I beg your pardon, Lady Chiltern. 
Chiltem, I beg your pardon. [To Lord Ooring.] 
Don 't grin like that, sir. 

LORD GORING 

No, father. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Lady Chiltem, you are a sensible woman, the 
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most sensible woman in London, the most sen- 
sible woman I know. Will you kindly prevent 
your husband from making such a . . . from 
talking such . . . Will you kindly do that, 
Lady Chiltemf 

LADT CHILTEBN 

I think my husband is right in his determina- 
tion, Lord Caversham. I approve of it. 

LORD CAVEBSHAH 

You approve of it t Good Heavens I 

liADY CHILTEBN 

[Taking her hiisband's hand.] I admire him 
for it. I admire him immensely for it. I have 
never admired him so much before. He is finer 
thfc even I thought him. [To Sir Robert ChU- 
tern.] You will go and write your letter to the 
Prime Minister now, won't yout Don't hesitate 
about it, Robert. 

SIB ROBERT CHILTEBN 

[With a toiich of bitterness.] I suppose I 
had better write it at once. Such oiBPers are not 
repeated. I will ask you to excuse me for a 
moment, Lord Caversham. 
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LADY CHILTERN 

I may come with you, Robert, may I nott 

Sm BOBEBT CUILTEBN 

Yes, Gertrude. 

[Lady ChiUern goes out mtk him.] 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

« 

What is the matter with this family? Some- 
thing wrong here, eh ? [Tapping his forehead.] 
Idiocy! Hereditary, I suppose. Both of them, 
too. Wife as well as husband. Very sad. Very 
sad indeed! And they are not an old family. 
Can't understand it. 

liOBD OOBINO 

It is not idiocy, father, I assure you. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

•What is it then, air? 

LQBD QOBING 

[After some hesitation,] 'Well, it is what is 
called nowadays a high, moral tone, father. 
That is all. 

LOBD CAVEBSHAM 

Hate these new-fangled names. Same thing 
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as we used to call idiocy fifty years ago. Shan't 
stay in this house any longer. 

LOBD GOBINO 

[Taking his arm.] Oh ! just go in here for a 
moment, father. Third palm tree to the left, the 
usual palm tree. 

LORD CAVEBSHAH 

What, sir? 

LORD GORING 

I beg your pardon, father, I forgot. The con- 
servatoiry, father, the conservatory— there iH 
some, one there I want you to talk to. 

LORD CAVERaHAM 

What about, sirt 

i 

LORD GORING 

About me, father. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

[Orifnly,] Not a subject on which much elo- 
quence is possible. 

LORD GORING. 

No, father; but the lady is like me. She 
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doesn't care much for eloquence in others. She 
thinks it a little loud. 

[Lord Caver sham goes into the conservatory. 
Lady Chiltern enters.] 

LORD GOBma 

Lady Chiltern, why are you playing Mrs. 
Cheveley's cards t 

LADY GHn/TERN 

[Startled.] I don't understand you. 

LORD GOBINO 

Mrs. Cheveley made an attempt to ruin your 
husband. Either to drive him from public life, 
or to make him adopt a dishonourable position. 
Prom the latter tragedy you saved him. The 
former you are now thrusting on him. Why 
diould you do him the wrong Mrs. Cheveley 
tried to do and failed f 

LADY CHHiTEBN 

Lord Goring t 

LORD GORING 

[Pulling himself together for a great effort^ 
and shomng the philosopher that underlies the 
dandy.] Lady Chiltern, allow me. You wrote 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 407 

me a letter last night in which 70a said you 
trusted me and wanted my help. Now is the 
moment when you really want my help, now is 
the time when you have got to trust me^ to trust 
in my counsel and judgment. You love Robert. 
Do you want to kill his love for you t What sort 
of existence will he have if you rob him of the 
fruits of his ambition, if you take him from the 
splendour of a great political career, if you close 
the doors of public life against him, if you con- 
demn him to sterile failure, he who was made 
for triumph and success? Women are not 
meant to judge us, but to forgive us when we 
need forgiveness. Pardon, not punishment, is 
their mission. Why should you scourge him 
with rods for a sin done in his youth, before he 
knew you, before he knew himself? A man's 
life is of more value than a woman's. It has 
larger issues, wider scope, greater ambitions. A 
woman's life revolves in curves of emotions. It 
is upon lines of intellect that a man's life pro- 
gresses. Don't make any terrible mistake. Lady 
Chiltem. A woman who can keep a man's love, 
and love him in return, has done all the world 
wants of women, or should want of them. 
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LADT CHILTBBN 

[Troubled and hesitating.] But it is my hus- 
band himself who wishes to retire from public 
life. He feels it is his duty. It was he who first 
said so. 

LORD GORING 

Rather than lose your love, Robert would do 
anything, wreck his whole career, as he is on 
the brink of doing now. He is making for you a 
terrible sacrifice. Take my advice, Lady Chil- 
tem, and do not accept a sacrifice so great. If 
you do, you will live to repent it bitterly. We 
men and women are not made to accept such 
sacrifices from each other. We are not worthy: 
of them. Besides, Robert has been punished 
enough. 

LADY GHILTEBN 

We have both been punished. I set him up 
too high. * 

LORD GORING 

[With deep feeling in his voice.] Do not for 
that reason set him down now too low. If he 
has fallen from his altar, do not thrust him into 
the mire. Failure to Robert would be the very 
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mire of shame. Power is his passion. He would 
lose everything, even his- power to feel love. 
Your husband's life is at this moment in your 
hands, your husband's love is in your hands. 
Don't mar both for him. 

[Enter Sir Robert ChUtem.] 

SIB ROBERT CHU/TERN 

Gertrude, here is the draft of my letter. 
Shall I read it to yout 

LADY CHILTERN 

Let me see it. 

[Sir Robert hands her the letter. She reads 
it, and then, vxith a gesture of passion, tears it 
up.] 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

What are you doing f 

LADY CHILTEBN 

A man 's life is of more value than a womaix^s. 
It has larger issues, wider scope, greater am- 
bitions. Our lives revolve in curves of emotions. 
It is upon lines of intellect liiat a man's life 
progresses. I have just learnt this, and much 
else with it, from Lord Gtoring. And I will not 
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ipofl jowr life for yon, nor see yoa ipoQ it «i a 
Merifiee to me, a meleflB aaeiifiee! 



Oertmde! (Sertmde! 

liAmr chu^ebn 

YoQ can forget Men easily forget And I 
forgive. That is bow women he^ the world. I 
see that now. 

Sm RGBEBT CHn^TERN 

[Deeply overcome by emotion, embracer ker.'\ 
VLy wife ! my wife ! [To Lord Chring.] Arthur, 
it seems that I am always to be in your debt 

LQBD GQBINO 

Ob dear no, Robert. Yonr debt is to Lady 
Cbiltem, not to me 1 

Sm RGBEBT CHn/TEBN 

I owe you mncb. And now tell me what yon 
were going to ask me jnst now as Lord Cayer- 
flham eame in. 

LOBD GOBmo 

Robert, yon are yonr sister's guardian, and I 
want your consent to my marriage with her. 
That is aU. 



AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 411 

LADY GHHiTERN 

Oh, I am SO glad! I am so glad! [Shakes 
hands tinth Lord Ooring.] 

LORD GOBINO 

Tliank yon, Lady Chiltem. 

SIB BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[With a troubled look.] My sister to be your 
wife? 

LOBD GOBINO 

Yes. 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Speaking with great firmness.] Arthur, I 
am Tery sorry, but the thing is quite out of the 
question. I have to think of Mabel's future 
happiness. And I don't think her happiness 
would be safe in your hands. And I cannot 
have her sacrificed ! 

LOBD GOBINO 

Sacrificed t 

SIB BOBEBT CHII/rEBN 

Yes, utterly sacrificed. Loveless marriages 
are horrible. But there is one thing worse than 
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* 

an absolutely loveless marriage. A marriage in 
which there is love, but on one side only; faith, 
but cm one side only; devotion, but on one side 
only, and in which of the two hearts one is sure 
to be broken. 

LORD GORING 

But I love Mabel. No other woman has any 
place in my life. 

LADY CHn^TEBK 

Robert, if they love each other, why should 
they not be married ? 

SIR ROBEBT CHILTE|LK 

» * 

Arthur cannot bring Mabel the love that she . 

« 

deserve^ 

LORD GORING 

What I'eason have you for saying that T 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

[After a pause.] Do you really require me 
to tell you! 

LORD GORING 

Certainly I do. 
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN 

As you choose. When I called on you yester- 
day evening I found Mrs. Cheveley concealed in 
your rooms. It was between ten and eleven 
o'clock at night. I do not wish to sf^y anything 
more. Your relations with Mrs. Cheveley have, 
as I said to you last night, nothing whatsoever 
to do with me. I know you were engaged to be 
married to her once. The fascination she exer- 
cised oyer yp^i then seems to have returned. 
You spoke to me last night of her as of a woman 
pure and stainless, a woman whom you respected 
and honoured. That may be so. But I cannot 
give my sister's life into your hands. It would 
be wrong of me. It would be unjust, infamously 
unjust to her. 

LORD GORING 

I have nothing more to say. 

LADY CHHiTERN. 

Robert, it was not Mrs. Cheveley whom Lord 
Ctoring expected last night. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTBRN 

Not Mrs. Cheveley ! Who was it then t 
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LORD QORINO 

Lady Ohiltem. 

LADY CHILTERN 

It was your own wife. Robert, yesterday after- 
noon Lord Goring told me that if ever I was in 
trouble I could come to him for help, as he was 
our oldest and best friend. Later on, after that 
terrible scene in this room, I wrote to him telling 
him that I trusted him, that I had need of him, 
that I was coming to him for help and advice. 
[Sir Robert ChUtern takes the letter out of his 
pocket.] Yes, that letter. I didn't go to Lord 
Goring 's, after all. I felt that it is from our- 
selves alone that help can come. Pride made me 
think that. Mrs. Cheveley went. She stole my 
letter and sent it anon3anously to you this 
morning, that you should think ... Oh! 
Robert, I cannot tell you what she wished you 
to think. . . . 

SIR ROBERT CHH/TERN 

What ! Had I fallen so low in your eyes that 
you thought that even for a moment I could 
have doubted your goodness? Gertrude, Ger- 
trude, you are to me the white image of all good 
things, and sin can never touch you. Arthur, 
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yon can go to Mabel, and yon have my best 
wishes ! Oh I stop a moment. There is no name 
at the beginning of this letter. The brilliant 
Mrs. Cheveley does not seem to have noticed 
that. There shonld be a name. 

LADT CHHiTERN 

Let me write yonrs. It is yon I tmst and 
need. You and none else. 

LORD GORINO 

Well, really, Lady Chiltem, I think I should 
have back my own letter. 

LADY Cnn/TEBN 

[SmiUng.] No; you shall have Mabel. [Takes 
the letter and writes her husband^ s name on it,] 

LORD GORINO 

Well, I hope she hasn't changed her mind. 
It's nearly twenty minutes since I saw her last 

[Enter Mabel ChUtem and Lord Caversham.] 

MABEL CHn/TERN 

Lord Goring, I think your father's conver- 
sation much more improving than yours. I am 
only going to talk to Lord Caversham in the 
future, and always under the usual palm tree. 
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LORD GORING 

' Darling! [Kisses her.] 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

[Considerably taken aback.] What does this 
mean, sir? You don't mean to say that this 
charm^lg, clever young lady, has been so foolish 
as to accept you t 

LORD GORING 

Certainly, father! And Chiltem's been wise 
enough to accept the seat in the Cabinet. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

I am very glad ,to hear that, Chiltem . . . 
I congratulate you, sir. If the country doesn't 
go to the dogs or the Radicals, we shall have you 
Prime Minister, some day. 

[Enter Mason.] 

MASON 

Luncheon is on the table, my Lady I 

[Mason goes out] 

LADY CHHiTERN 

You'll stop to lundieon, Lord Caveraham, 
won 't you 1 
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LOBD CAVEB8HAH 

With pleasure, and 111 drive you down to 
Downing Street afterwards, Chiltem. You have 
a great future before you, a great future. Wish 
I could say the same for you, sir. [To Lord 
Goring,] But your career will have to be 
entirely domestic. 

LORD GOBINO 

Yes, father, I prefer it domestic 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

And if you don't make this young lady an 
ideal husband, I 'U cut you off with a shilling. 

MABEL CHILTERN 

An ideal husband ! Oh, I don't think I should 
like that. It sounds like something in the next 
world. 

liORD CAVERSHAM* 

What do you want him to be then, dear t 

MABEL CHILTERN 

He can be what he chooses. All I want is to 
be ... to be .. . oh ! a real wife to him. 

LORD CAVERSHAM 

Upon my word, there is a good deal of com- 
mon sense in that, Lady Chiltem. 



418 THE WRITINGS OP OSCAE WILDE. 

[They all go out except Sir Robert Chiltem. 
He sinks into a chair, wrapt in thought. After 
a little time Lady Chiltem returns to look for 

him.] 

LADY CHILTEBN 

[Leaning over the back of the chair.] Aren't 
you coming in, Robert T 

Sm BOBEBT CHILTEBN 

[Taking her hand.] Gertrude, is it love yon 
feel for me, or is it pity merely t 

LADT CHILTEBN 

[Kisses him.] It is love, Robert. Love, and 
only love. For both of us a new life is be* 
ginning. 

CUBTAIN. 
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